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Chapter 1 


Looking up at the enormous wooden door was always terrifying to 
Weiss. It was six feet tall, but when she was a little girl who had to 
get on her tippy toes to reach the handle, it might as well have been 
a million. Even after finding herself standing here countless times 
and having nothing but pleasant talks with her father, she felt her 
pulse quicken. She'd arrived precisely fifteen minutes early with her 
head held high, exactly as she'd been taught, clutching the hem of 
her shirt and trembling, exactly as she'd been taught not to. 


Her father had called this meeting out nowhere, and ever since she 
read the email she'd felt like was about to hurl. She hadn't eaten 
since yesterday, and since Klein was away she didn't have his usual 
intel on what her father was thinking. 


Without anything to go on, her mind was flooded with ideas about 
what this meeting was about. Was it because of her work in the Vale 
deal? No way, success like that was expected and it takes a heck of 
a lot more than that to impress him. She also couldn't think of a 
mistake that would get him angry enough to meet with her. She bit 
her lip as her mind went into a confused frenzy 


"Come in," said a slow voice from the other side of the door that 
made her flinch. He was early. 


Weiss took a sharp breath, letting it out slowly as she took two steps 
and turned the brass handle, steadying her hands. The door swung 
open with a hissing creak, and she strolled into the room, smiling. 


The office was large, with the first half of the room completely bare, 
designed to make people uncomfortable as they entered. It drew 
everyone's attention to the farther half of the room which was filled 
with two large leather sofas, some chairs, bookshelves along the 
walls packed full of well-worn textbooks and novels. In the middle of 
the room was a thick oak desk that had a computer in one corner 


and a few scattered papers around, and nothing else. Her father 
didn't want anything to distract his enemies from his sharp gaze. 
Luckily for her, his eyes were scanning the papers on his desk. 


"Father," Weiss nodded as she took a seat in the chair closest to the 
desk, waiting for him to finish whatever he was doing. Filling out 
paperwork for a new rig from what she could see. 


He signed a handful of papers before he stopped and rubbed his 
eyes, "These contracts never end, it's a miracle | don't need glasses 
yet," He chuckled dryly. Weiss wasn't sure if he was talking to her or 
himself, so she played it safe and laughed, saying nothing. "How are 
you today, Weiss?" 


"Wonderful as always. What about you?" She answered, knowing 
that this is how all of their conversations started these days. It made 
her sad that neither of them tried changing what they said anymore. 


"Fine," Jaquese sighed, pausing for a brief moment and meeting her 
eyes "Weiss, do you know why | called you in here?" He asked, 
finally starting the real conversation. 


"| tried, but couldn't think of anything,” she told him earnestly, sure 
that he already knew the answer. Jacques closed his eyes and took 
a breath, and Weiss felt her mouth go dry. 


"| thought you'd be able to figure it out, but | suppose | was wrong, 
shame. Winter would've figured it out, don't you think?" Weiss felt 
her heart skip a beat, but kept up her smile as she grabbed onto the 
edge of her shirt so hard her knuckles felt like they might pop. 


"Speaking of Winter, have you heard from her lately? It's been a 
while since we've talked," He was acting like it had been a few days 
since she'd left instead of two years. 


"| haven't heard from her in a while," Weiss lied, hoping the vague 
answer would satisfy him. 


"Really? That isn't what Klein told me." He said deadly seriously. 
Weiss giggled like it was the craziest thing she'd ever heard, forcing 
a painted smile on her lips and hoping she didn't sound too nervous. 


"What are you talking about? Why would Klein say something like 
that?" Weiss was trying her best to act confused, but his eyes were 
unyielding. 


"How dare you lie to me." He whispered, but Weiss flinched like he'd 
screamed. 


"| don't know what you're talking about, | promise," Weiss stuttered, 
her tremors returning no matter how hard she fought. 


"You know more than anyone that | don't like being lied to, Weiss. 
How many other lies have you told me? What would your mother 
think?" he seethed, slowly standing up, resting his hands on the 
desk. Weiss felt like she should run away and hide, but her body felt 
frozen as she watched him stand to his full, dizzying height. 


"You're just like Winter, lying and using my money like you earned it. 
| was glad when she left, that made it easier to focus on you. But 
now I'm stuck with you... " he walked around his desk slowly until he 
stood right in front of Weiss, looking down at her like she was an 
insect. Honestly, it made her want to cry, realizing that in that 
moment, she might've preferred being an insect. "This'll be the last 
time you disobey me," He said as he reached out and grabbed 
Weiss' wrist so tightly that she cried out, clenching her eyes closed. 


But then, the pain stopped. She hesitantly opened her eyes and saw 
that her father was gone. Not only that, but everything else was too. 
The room she'd been standing in moments ago was gone, replaced 
by an inky blackness that clung to her skin, leaving goosebumps 
wherever it touched. It was cold, wet, and smelled like death, Weiss 
gagged as she tried to take a breath. Then, she heard the voices. 


All around her was a frantic whispering that was loud enough that 
she could hear them snicker after saying her name. All too quickly 


they got louder, loving how Weiss wrapped her arms around her 
chest, on the brink of tears. Her breathing was quick and sharp, her 
lungs ached, and the voices were getting louder. 


"Worthless." 
"Disappointing." 
"Worse than her sister." 


Weiss tried to ignore the lies, but they were getting louder and 
louder, their words cutting into her like knives. She shoved her hands 
over her ears and started to sob. Her eyes darted around the 
darkness trying to find any kind of light, but there was nothing. 


She opened her mouth, trying to apologize, but her lungs were too 
tight. Weiss grabbed at her chest, heaving as she tried to breathe. 
She looked up and saw a shadow above her, its hands wrapped 
around her throat, and Weiss was sure she was dead. 


Weiss threw herself forward, gasping as sweet air filled her lungs, 
bringing her back to life. Weiss grabbed at her nightgown as she 
frantically looked around, trying to find where her father had gone, 
where was the rest of the manor? 


It was dark, but Weiss could make out the moonlit silhouette of the 
city from her window. She could make out her dresser, desk, the 
flowers on her nightstand, and her alarm clock which told her it was 
already two in the morning. 


She was back in the apartment, safe. She took a deep breath, trying 
to relax her muscles even a little. She was safe. It was the same 
nightmare as always, no big deal, She thought to herself as she 
leaned back into her bed. 


Weiss wiped her forehead and saw it was wet, she groaned, 
knowing it was way too late for a shower. Her heartbeat skyrocketed 
as she closed her eyes, focusing as hard as she could, hoping that 


she wouldn't hear Winters panicked footsteps. Her sister needed as 
much sleep as she could get. 


When the halls stayed silent, Weiss breathed a sigh of relief before 
reaching down and grabbing her comforter off the floor, hugging it to 
her chest and wrapping her leg around it tightly. "I'm safe, 
everything's fine," Weiss whispered to herself, wanting it to feel true. 


Her father and his office were gone, along with those terrible voices. 
Weiss felt a shudder roll down her spine as for an instant she 
recalled the voices. She'd left what they'd said behind in her 
nightmare, but the fear and terror were still fresh in her mind. She 
closed her eyes and tried her best to calm her breathing, wanting to 
get at least a little sleep tonight, but not having much hope. 


Despite how late it was, the noise of the city was never quiet, and 
the soft echo of horns and car engines floated through the window 
and into Weiss' ears. It was a sweet melody that entranced her, 
calming her breathing and mind. At some point, Weiss managed to 
fall into an uneasy sleep, snoring softly as the night moved on 
around her. 


For a few fleeting moments, Weiss found herself sitting on a park 
bench that looked out at the sleeping city. It was cold, with the early 
morning mists still heavy in the air. The air around her was calm, 
smelling like pine and relaxing her. 


Out of the corner of her eye, she saw that there was a stranger 
sitting next to her. Weiss thought about turning and getting a better 
look at whoever was with her, but for some reason, she felt that it 
wasn't important. So she kept her gaze on the city, anxiously waiting 
for... Well, she didn't know. But that was even less important than 
the stranger. 


Birds were singing from the treetops as the sun quickly started to 
rise in the distance, outlining the city in a crisp, angelic glow. It was 
like something from a movie, and Weiss couldn't look away. 


She could feel the warmth of the sun tickling her skin, and she was 
glad to have someone next to her, enjoying the magic. The scene 
brought a small smile to her lips, making her heart feel a tiny bit 
lighter for once. It wasn't much, but she was happy sitting there at 
that moment. A few years ago a smile wouldn't have been so special, 
but now? Well... it felt nice to smile again, even if it was in a dream. 


-Authors Note- 


So I wanna Say this first, this is a sequel to the story 
Snowbird:Engine Troubles that | just finished. | love that story 
and I feel it adds a lot to this one, but you don't need to read it 
before this one. | want new people to be able pick this up 
without being forced to read a very long story for a ship they 
may not like. Everything you need to know about this story will 
be in this story, so feel free to read on! But if you wanna go 
check out the other one, please do, it's awesome and | love it! 


Please let me know any early thoughts for what you guys think! 
Also, | upload every Saturday! 


Chapter 2 


Weiss snapped awake when she heard a pounding on her door, 
sitting up straight, her muscles tense. "Weiss, time for school!" 
Winter called before shuffling off. Weiss looked around until her eyes 
landed on the light from her window and the city beyond. The sun 
was low in the air, and the streets were filled with an ocean of mist 
and it looked magical. Weiss pulled blankets off of her legs, shivering 
as the cold nipped at her skin. 


Weiss hesitated, fighting with herself if she should tell Win she was 
sick. It would be a white lie, nothing too bad, just for a day to stay 
home and relax is all. Or maybe she should tell Win that she'd had 
another nightmare. She sighed and started moving, her eyes feeling 
heavy. Weiss had promised that if things got bad she'd tell Winter, 
but this was normal, so nothing to report. 


In moments, she could've had her bed made and been on her way to 
the shower, but it was hard to find the motivation to move at more 
than her slowest. Instead, she found her eyes wandering around her 
room, never sticking to one thing for more than a moment. 


The room was cozy, with more than enough space for everything she 
needed. There was her bed in one corner, nightstand next to the 
bed, dresser in one corner and closet in another, and her desk under 
the window. 


Her walls were like a fresh sheet of snow, white and bare. Winter 
made clear that she could do whatever she wanted with the room 
aside from burning it down. But Weiss shrugged, not caring if the 
walls looked bland. 


Weiss closed the door behind her, a bundle of clothes in her arms, 
glad to find that the rest of the apartment wasn't as frigid as her 
room. 


Weiss left the hallway and looked out at the open space in front of 
her. To her right was the living room, with a big tv sitting on a stand 
that held all of Winters movies, and there was a lot. In Front of the 
television was a gray fabric couch and a leather chair that neither of 
them ever used. To the left, up on a small landing, was the kitchen, 
and her sister. 


The lights were on and rock music was quietly playing out of Winter's 
phone, Weiss could tell it was Iron Dragon, and couldn't help but find 
her head bobbing along with the beat. "Coffee?" Winter asked as 
she focused on the eggs cooking in the pan. 


"Gross," Weiss chuckled, noticing the steaming cup next to her sister 
was already half empty. "Isn't that stuff supposed to make you go 
bald or something?" She joked, walking up and gazing at the sizzling 


eggs. 


"Oh yeah, that's why | drink it every morning. It's way more 
convenient than a haircut," Winter laughed, turning and smiling at 
Weiss, who noticed that her bags had been getting worse lately. She 
was dressed for work in a nice white skirt and shirt, her long white 
hair was free now, but knowing that it would be in a tight bun before 
she left. 


"How'd you sleep?" Weiss asked, trying to sound nonchalant. 


"Not great, | hardly got a wink," She sighed, putting down the spatula 
and leaning against the counter. "I'll be fine though, I've got a break 
between two patients and can probably fit a nap in there," 


"That's good at least. Eggs." 


"What're you- not again!" Winter whined, the bitter scent of ash filling 
the air as she tried to scrape them off of the pan and onto a plate, 
breaking one of the yolks. "Dibs on this one," Winter sputtered as 
she set the plate down on the small round table that occupied the 
center of the kitchen. "Shouldn't you be showering right now? School 
starts soon, and if you don't wanna ride the-" 


"I'm going, we don't need to say the B word, ok?" Weiss relented, 
walking off with her clothes in her arms, her stomach doing a flip 
even thinking about riding on the b-u-s. 


"If you got your license, then-" 


"I'm not listening!" Weiss said loudly, humming along with the music 
as she rushed to the bathroom next to her sister's room, leaving Win 
laughing in the kitchen as she started on a new batch of eggs. 
They'd had this conversation enough times this year for Weiss' liking. 


The bathroom, like the rest of the house, was cozy. There wasn't 
even enough room for a bathtub, only a shower. After double- 
checking the lock, Weiss started the shower and waited for it to 
warm up, turning to look at her reflection. 


Even with the nightgown on, it was clear that she'd been gaining 
weight lately, something even she could be proud of. She was still 
below the average weight of a girl her size, but she was getting 
there, slowly but surely. Her hair was long, straight, and as white as 
a cloud, exactly like Winter's. She was glad she didn't have Winter's 
bed head though, some days it made her look like an alien. 


Weiss leaned in towards the mirror and looked at her piercing blue 
eyes for a moment before her vision shifted to the line that ran down 
her left eye. The scar had healed nicely and was only a thin pink line 
now, but it stood out like lightning in the night. As much as she'd 
tried, even she wasn't good enough with a makeup brush to make it 
disappear completely. 


When the steam started to lick at the sides of the mirror, Weiss 
realized that she was running out of time. In a flash, her nightgown 
was on the ground and the warm water was running down her back, 
trying its best to take as much stress as it could along with it. 


The shower was slow and relaxing, getting rid of the sweat and 
helping her muscles loosen up. She wished it would help her eyes 
stay open, but nothing seemed to help with that. She dressed up ina 


simple pair of jeans and a light blue t-shirt, tying her hair back into a 
ponytail set that was off-center to the right. She put some makeup on 
her scar to make it blend in a bit more, but she knew that the stares 
were coming either way. 


Weiss walked into the kitchen and saw Win pouring herself another 
cup of coffee, a fresh plate of eggs on the table waiting for her, "Is 
that your second or third cup?" 


"Third. You sure you don't want any? It's got hazelnut in it," She 
waved the cup under Weiss' nose, giving her a good whiff of the 
bitter drink. Even Weiss had to admit how good it smelled. 


"I'm good, you know coffee makes me feel on edge," Weiss 
shrugged, taking a seat and before she started to eat. After only a 
handful of bites, Weiss felt her spine tingle, and she was suddenly 
aware of Winter's eyes lingering on her for a bit too long. 


"I'm eating, can you stop staring?" Weiss complained, pointing her 
fork at her sister's face. 


"I'm not staring, I'm observing. There's a difference." 
"And that is?" 


“Observing means I'm making sure nothing's wrong. Staring sounds 
plain creepy," Winter explained, taking a seat next to Weiss, cradling 
the mug in her hands. 


"Well it looked pretty creepy, so | think I'm using the right word." 
Weiss huffed, taking another bite of her food. 


Winter shrugged, taking a long sip of her coffee as she watched her 
sister. "I've gained ten pounds lately, you should be proud," Weiss 
told her sister suddenly, taking a quick bite of the eggs. "Not too 
burnt this time, good job," Weiss told her sister matter of factly, 
before littering the eggs with salt and pepper. 


"| am proud. But you still have a long way to go, and | wanna make 
sure you don't start sliding," Winter said honestly, giving her sister a 
half-smile. "And | don't think | can stomach any more of our cooking 
today, should we go out for dinner?" 


"Do you mean go out as in sit down or take out?" 


"You pick, as long as it's not that sleazy barbeque place, | couldn't 
care less," Winter shuttered, thinking about the memories. 


"I'd never had barbeque before, how was | supposed to know it 
would give us food poisoning!" Weiss complained, cracking a smile. 


"The sign was half burnt out and the seats smelled like old milk, | 
thought that was a pretty good warning sign," Winter laughed, her 
bags gone for a moment. 


"It was a little under, but it was still good!" Weiss defended, a small 
giggle escaping her lips. "But if you don't wanna give it a second 
chance, then | guess that's fine, I'll think of something else," Weiss 
laughed, finishing the last of her eggs before getting up and dropping 
the plate in the sink. 


"Give me one sec and I'll be ready," Weiss told her sister with a 
smile, before she turned and started to walk back to her room. 


"Don't pick anything too explicit, ok? | don't want the teachers calling 
about you listening to swear words or anything," Winter teased, 
making Weiss blush. 


"It happened one time! Besides, it's not like you're setting the 
greatest example. Half the words in the songs are swears. What kind 
of therapist does that?" Weiss shot back, proud of the barb. 

"The cool kind," Winter laughed, while Weiss walked away grinning. 


Weiss walked over to her dresser and got down on her knees, 
huffing as she pulled the very bottom drawer out, revealing all of her 


cd's. It wasn't a few that took up a small corner of the drawer, oh no, 
all of her cd's took up the entire drawer, end to end. They were 
separated by genre and alphabetically, but that never helped her 
make the hardest decision of her morning; what to listen to. 


Rock, alternative, indie, jazz, or maybe it was a country day? Songs 
and band names soared in her head, but an answer was far off. Her 
finger traced over the names of each album, with nothing catching 
her eye. Eventually, she landed on an old favorite of hers, 
Firewalkers Endgame . 


She pulled out the case and grabbed the case before she heaved 
the drawer closed. She got up and picked up the old fashioned cd 
player off of the nightstand and grabbed a pair of earbuds and 
shoved them in her pocket. Weiss was about to turn and walk away 
when she remembered something else, her phone. She grabbed the 
phone off of the nightstand before unlocking it. No messages. 
Shocker. 


Weiss grabbed her backpack off the floor and shoved the cd player 
inside before throwing it on her shoulder, before she walked into the 
kitchen where Winter was standing with her purse and keys in her 
hand. "Ready?" Win asked gently, watching the smile start to droop 
on her sister's face. 


"| guess," Weiss shrugged, following Win as she left the room, being 
sure to lock it behind her. Something about leaving for school in the 
morning always seemed to zap her of strength, because she couldn't 
help but drag her feet the whole way to the elevator. 


A quick elevator ride later and the two of them were walking into the 
lobby of their building. Weiss headed straight for the door. Winter did 
not. Instead, she took a sharp left and walked over to their landlord's 
desk. "Hey Earl, how're you doing?" 


The man had thinning white hair and was leaning back in his chair 
with his feet on his desk, pencil in one hand and crossword book in 


the other. "Hey, Winter, I'm doing great! How about ya?" He asked 
gruffly, a smile on his face as he put the book on the table. 


"Surviving, but could be a lot better," Win told him happily, taking a 
Sip out of her coffee mug. "Stuck on anything? Maybe Weiss and | 
could help you out," Winter smiled, turning and waving Weiss over. 


Earl looked at her like he hadn't noticed her before, smiling at like 
someone trying to gain a toddler's trust. "Four letters, peace symbol," 
He said, "And how're ya, Weiss?" He asked, sounding a lot more 
formal than he had with Win. 


"Fine." 


"Got any ideas?" He asked expectantly, and Weiss shook her head. 
She hadn't even tried to think of the answer. 


"Dove?" Winter wondered, her eyes lingering on Weiss for a moment 
before turning back to Earl. He grabbed his pencil and started to 
mutter to himself. 


"Perfect as always," Ear smiled, "Thanks for the help you two," He 
grinned, leaning back in his chair. 


"| didn't do anything though," Weiss pointed out, causing the old man 
to bust out laughing. 


"Sure ya did, if you weren't here then Winter might not have gotten it 
at all, even if she is smart." He laughed, like it was the simplest 
answer in the world. 


"We gotta get going, Earl, see you later," Winter waved before 
walking to the front doors, leaving Weiss behind. Earl met her 
curious eyes with excitement. 


"See ya, Winter. Weiss, good to see ya, as always," He nodded, so 
Weiss nodded back before rushing over to her sister's side and out 
the door. 


"He's weird," Weiss said plainly as they walked over to Winter's white 
bug. 


"That's not a nice thing to say, Earl's been amazing to us," defended 
Winter, as she unlocked the car and got it, "You should get to know 
him, he's a great friend," 


"I'm sure he is, but | don't think | want him as a friend," Weiss told 
her as she sat down, crossing her arms stubbornly. 


"Then who do you want as a friend?" Winter questioned honestly, a 
serious edge in her voice. 


"| don't know, Win, ok?" Weiss snapped, turning and looking out the 
window in harsh silence. Winter looked at her sister with worry but 
didn't say anything as she started the car and got on their way. 


The city streets passed quickly in the car, the only noise the pop 
song Winter had turned on the radio, but neither of them was 
listening. Instead, Weiss started out at the sidewalk, watching the 
people go by. There was a man jogging, a mother pushing a stroller 
down the street, and a woman with a dress on that looked 
uncomfortable to be wearing this early. 


In a few minutes, familiar buildings started to pass by, and Weiss felt 
her anger leave her as her anxiety started to set in. She dropped her 
arms and leaned back in her seat. "You know | don't mean to mother 
you so much, but could you at least try and talk to some people? You 
might meet someone really special" Winter asked, turning to her 
sister with pleading eyes. 


"It's fine- | mean, | Know you don't try to and you're working on it, | 
understand." 


"Thank you for not saying it's fine, good job," Win praised, which 
Weiss appreciated more than she'd like to admit. 


"I'll try to talk to some people. It's just... It's scary, you know?" 


"Yeah, | know. But sometimes the best stuff in life is the hardest," 
Winter said, taking another sip of her coffee, a faraway look in her 
eyes. "Promise?" Win said as she held up her pinky. 


"Promise," Weiss told her, locking her pinky with her sister just in 
time for the school to come into view. 


Beacon was a large school on the edge of the city, giving it plenty of 
space for all kinds of sports fields. The school itself was made of 
orange brick with an occasional brown or red one to throw in some 
zest to the design. 


"Don't forget about Dr. Ironwoods tomorrow, ok? Oh, and | might be 
a little bit late today, so don't go freaking out on me," Winter told her 
sister hurriedly, her eyes on the clock. 


"| won't. Thanks for the ride, Win, love you," Weiss told her sister, 
reaching over and giving her a side hug. They both ignored the clock 
for a moment, focusing on each other and enjoying this moment 
which would be gone in an instant. 


"Love you, kid," Winter told her with a warm smile before Weiss 
grabbed her backpack and stepped out of the car and onto the 
cement. Winter drove away leaving Weiss looking up at the building, 
the sun low in the air behind it. Time for her least favorite part of the 
day, school. 


Chapter 3 


There was still dew on the grass and mist hanging in the air as 
Weiss walked towards the school. The morning felt still, like the earth 
itself hadn't really woken up yet. There weren't any busses, students, 
or teachers around, and the only sounds Weiss could hear were cars 
in the distance, birds in the air, and the hum of the school. It was a 
peaceful walk. 


Weiss heaved the glass door open and slipped through, letting it 
close behind her. The first thing you saw walking into the school was 
a huge, open space that you might not immediately recognize as the 
cafeteria. 


This was the center of the school, with hallways and staircases 
spreading to the rest of the building like veins from a heart. All across 
the building were passages and shortcuts, classes that connected 
though back rooms or staircases that nobody used, almost like some 
sort of labyrinth. It had been a struggle figuring out where everything 
was at first, but she was starting to finally understand how to 
navigate it. 


In about twenty minutes the cafeteria would be packed with students 
huddled together in groups of four or five, with everyone competing 
to be the loudest in the room. It was chaotic, but for now, there was 
only the buzzing of the lights and the tapping of her feet on the tiles 
as she walked past the cafeteria and down a random hall. 


As Weiss's feet took her on a tour of the upper levels, she pulled out 
her cd player and popped in her earbuds before starting the music. 
Firewalkers wasn't what you'd call a peaceful band. They had loud 
guitar riffs and a drum section that rattled her teeth, but for some 
reason, the noise felt good, and she couldn't help but turn it up as 
she moved. 


It felt like a dream as she wandered the empty halls, walking past the 
library and gazing through the windowpane at the books, the 
drumbeat slowing down for a moment in the back of her head. She 
didn't linger, moving down the hall like a traveling wind, only now 
realizing that she was walking down the art hallway. 


There were colorful paintings on each side of the hallway, everyone 
with a unique style and feel. There had been a rumor going around 
the school when she'd first arrived, how the art teacher only hung up 
your painting in the hallway if the student had died. It seemed to 
make everyone nervous, earning all the paintings another glance 
when people walked by them. It was something that a teacher would 
have disproved if anyone bothered to ask, but everyone was either 
too afraid to or didn't wanna spoil the mystery. Weiss knew which 
camp she fell into. 


She found herself gazing into the eyes of someone's self-portrait, 
wondering if whoever this was supposed to be was really dead. 
Weiss found herself lost for a brief moment before a sharp flash 
reflecting off the glass stole her attention. 


Weiss turned around, trying to find where the sparks had been 
coming from and spotting and finding an open door close by. There 
was a hissing noise that cut through the sounds of the guitar and 
burning smell that stung her nose and smelled like metal. The light 
hurt her eyes, so she used her hand as a shield as she walked 
closer, Curious. 


As quietly as she could she walked up to the door, hoping she wasn't 
breaking any rules by what she was watching. The light faded before 
going away completely, except for a blinking spot that followed 
Weiss's eyes wherever she looked. 


From what she could see through her fingers, the class looked a lot 
different than most of the rooms she'd seen in the school. Instead of 
desks, there were long tables that had black stains from god knows 
what splattered everywhere. 


At the back of the class was a thick metal door with a padlock on it 
that was currently unlocked. There was a huge whiteboard at the 
head of the class that was filled end to end with notes, diagrams, 
and pictures of machine parts. The only one that she could name 
was the nail. Or- wait, that was a screw. Nevermind. 


The only one in the room was a girl standing by the front of the room 
bent over something with what looked like a pencil with a cord in her 
hand. She had her back turned to Weiss, and the only thing she 
could see was that the girl had short black hair with red tips. 


The girl took the pen thing and touched it to something Weiss 
couldn't see that was sitting on the desk, and a huge white light filled 
the room. Weiss stood there, transfixed, as she watched the girl 
work. 


Weiss leaned forward, cursing the flashing in her eyes as she tried to 
get a closer look at the girl and what she was working on. She didn't 
even realize she was leaning into the door until she felt it creak 
under her weight. The girl stopped what she was doing and stood up 
straighter, and Weiss realized that she hadn't heard anything over 
the music in her ears. 


"Hello?" the girl called, loud enough to cut through Weiss's music. 
Weiss panicked and pulled away from the door, feeling a tug at her 
ears and ignoring it as she walked as quickly as she could to the 
nearest stairwell. 


She shoved the door open, her heart racing as she took the steps 
two at a time. She knew that she was being childish running away, it 
wasn't like she was doing something wrong. If anything, that had 
been a good chance to meet someone new, to try and make a 
friend... But here she was, running down the stairs. 


She gripped the cd player tightly in her hand, her shoulders slumped 
as she walked down the last few steps. "Stupid," Weiss whispered, 
her legs feeling weak as she pushed open the door to the first-floor 
hallway. 


She felt herself deflating, feeling like she'd just had her first loss of 
the day by missing out on such a good opportunity. She groaned as 
she opened the door, hoping that Professor Oobleck was in the 
classroom, but knowing he probably wasn't. 


Shockingly, Weiss wasn't alone down here. Down the hall was a tall 
girl with flaming yellow hair, lilac eyes, and an easy smile on her lips 
as she talked to Professor Port. Weiss couldn't remember seeing the 
girl before, but wouldn't be shocked if they were in the same grade. 


Professor Port was a short, muscular man who liked to squeeze 
himself into dress shirts that hardly contain his muscle. His hair was 
thick, gray, and everywhere on his head. His mustache and 
eyebrows looked like an overgrown forest and took up most of his 
face, but at least the hair on top of his head was well-trimmed. 


Weiss had to walk past them, so she kept her head straight, her 
eyes were flicking over to the pair every few steps despite her best 
efforts. "So, think | stand a chance?" the girl laughed, scratching the 
back of her head. 


"Ha! You're the only one who does!" he boomed heartily, "But she 
hasn't lost a match this season, and her technique is even tighter 
than last year to boot! You have your work cut out for you, that's for 
sure" He chuckled, playing with his mustache thoughtfully. 


Weiss froze, realizing that she'd actually heard the conversation. Her 
hands flew for her ears, her heart stopped when she couldn't find her 
earbuds. She looked down at the cd player in her hand and saw that 
the cord had been disconnected and was nowhere to be seen. 


They must've gotten hooked on the door handle! Weiss thought to 
herself, running a hand through her hair as she took a step back 
towards the stairs before her body seized. The girl's probably still 
there... she felt shame roll down her spine, her body wouldn't take 
her any closer. 


"Hey, did you lose something? Because it definitely looks like you 
lost something" Weiss turned and saw the blonde looking right at 
her, concerned and confusion mixed on her face. Weiss turned side 
to side, but nobody else was around. "Do you need any help? I've 
got some free time before class," The girl smiled, walking towards 
Weiss. 


"I'm ok. Thank you very much though," Weiss explained, not wanting 
to waste the girl's time. As she got closer, Weiss noticed that her hair 
was damp like she'd just gotten out of the shower. 


"You sure? It's no problem, and I'm sure we can find whatever it is in 
no time," the girl assured her, her smile shining like the sun. 


"| appreciate it, but | really don't need any help," Weiss insisted, 
taking a small step backward. The blonde's eyes followed Weiss as 
she stepped back, and in an instant she stopped moving forward, 
meeting Weiss's eyes pleasantly. 


"Alright, | get it. Let me know if you change your mind," The girl took 
a step back towards Port, giving Weiss a clear exit, "I'll see you 
around" 


Weiss nodded to the girl before walking away, hoping she didn't 
come across as rude. As Weiss made it to the end of the hallway, 
she heard the blonde say something to Port that he could barely 
hear, "She was so polite," she felt her lips pull upwards for a 
moment. 


Students were starting to trickle in down the main staircase in ones 
and twos, the sounds of conversation building from the cafeteria 
above as more students gathered. It wouldn't shock her to find more 
students wandering the halls now, and it suddenly she realized her 
morning exploration was ending. She took a right and headed to her 
class, throwing the cd player in her backpack while she moved. 


Weiss made a mental note to go and get her headphones after 
school when kids were scrambling to leave. Winter was always late, 


so she had plenty of time. 


Halfway down the hall was her classroom, with the door locked, the 
lights off, and Oobleck nowhere in sight. Weiss crossed her arms 
and leaned against the wall, counting the seconds in her head, 
missing her music. 


Her ears perked up as she heard the sound of light steps coming 
down the hall, and Weiss found herself hoping that whoever it was 
would pass by quickly. Instead, the steps stopped right next to her, 
and it suddenly felt like she was being watched. 


When the feeling didn't go away, Weiss turned to check who'd 
walked up as sly as she could. She wasn't sure of the girls name, but 
they were definitely in the same class together. 


The girl had ginger hair and emerald eyes, standing a few inches 
taller than Weiss. The girl was looking at the ground, shifting her 
weight between her feet so much it looked like she was dancing. 
Weiss thought about downloading a game to her phone just to keep 
the boredom at bay. 


"Hi!" The redhead stuttered out suddenly, taking Weiss by surprise. 
The girl's voice was chipper, but wavering. Weiss turned to look at 
the girl, who had an awkward smile on her face. 

"Hello," Weiss nodded back, not sure what else to say. 


"I'm Penny," She talked quickly, her smile dropping when she met 
Weiss's eyes. "I- um, what's your name?" 


"Weiss," She said matter of factly. 


"Weiss? That's a cool name," Penny's voice was steadier now, but it 
was still hard for her to meet Weiss's eyes. 


"Thank you," Weiss told the girl, who looked at a loss. 


"| hope I'm not bugging you or anything. You just usually have music 
playing, so I've never really had a chance to say hi before, so... hi" 
Penny let out a nervous chuckle. Weiss wasn't really sure what to 
think at this point, and she was even less sure about what to say. 


"Oh, | had no idea. I'm sorry," That was the best she could come up 
with. 


In seconds, awkward silence was spilling into the air as Weiss 
waited for Penny to say something. There were a few times where 
she opened her mouth, but nothing came out. 


Weiss felt herself blush, realizing that she'd messed up another 
chance to talk with someone. Great, Winter would be so happy. 
Maybe she should go and find her earbuds at lunch. 


As the minutes dragged by the stampede of feet grew louder and 
louder as the busses arrived. More students came and stood next to 
Weiss and Penny, with even more filling the halls. Weiss was glad 
when silence was replaced with unintelligible chatter and the sounds 
of lockers being forced open and slammed shut. 


Then, through all the chaos, there was the sound of a squeaky 
wheel. Everyone standing outside of the door looked up at once, and 
saw the strangest looking man hustling down the hallway, Professor 
Oobleck. 


Oobleck was a tall, stick of a man, who had untamed and wild hair 
that flew in every direction. His glasses were huge and round, taking 
up about as much of his face as Port's mustache took up on his. His 
dress shirt was half tucked into his slacks, his yellow tie was too long 
and too loose on him, and he was pulling a backpack on wheels 
behind him with one hand and a cup of coffee in the other. 


"Good morning class, | Know I'm late, but | dropped my espresso at 
the coffee shop! The cashier said it wasn't a problem and that | could 
have my next one for free, nice man indeed," He walked up to the 


door and stood his backpack up, reaching into his back pocket for 
his keys. 


While everyone was watching Oobleck unlock the door, Weiss 
noticed Penny shuffle away from her and to the back of the crowd. 
She started talking to a tall girl with deep scarlet hair that flowed 
down her back. Weiss may not have known Penny's name, but there 
wasn't a person in the school who didn't know Phyrrha Nikos. 


"Weiss, good to see you with those earbuds out of your noggin. 
Hope that becomes a habit," Oobleck told her, though she hardly 
understood what he was saying. A few students looked at her, and 
she turned away and looked at the floor, keeping the left side of her 
face to the wall. 


Everyone watched as Oobleck kicked open the door before inside, a 
torrent of students following after him wither Weiss in the middle of 
the pack. On the opposite side of the room, halfway to the back of 
the class, with the windows to her left, was her desk. Well, she 
couldn't exactly call it her desk, Oobleck wasn't a big believer in 
assigned seats after all, but it was her favorite. 


Weiss slid her backpack off her shoulders, glad to be rid of the 
weight, taking out her books and her pencils before shoving the bag 
under her seat. Weiss noticed Penny and Phyrra sitting next to each 
other in the back of the class talking like everyone else, but Weiss 
didn't listen to what they were saying. 


Normally, she'd be sitting there listening to music before Oobleck 
started lecturing, but today she didn't have that luxury. So, she 
looked out the window, watching the city, her mind wandering back 
to the girl with the red-tipped hair, wondering what she'd been doing. 


As she stared out at the window, her view shifted, and she was 
suddenly looking at her own reflection. The girl in her reflection 
looked exhausted, with bags under her eyes that were darker than 
Winters. She hadn't even realized how tired she was after last night. 


Weiss had a few minutes before Oobleck launched into his lecture, 
so she let her eyes close and leaned her head against the cool 
window. She found herself thinking about her dream, knowing it by 
heart after so long. 


Her father, the voices, the darkness... She could almost feel him 
grabbing her wrist again too. She opened her eyes and saw her 
hands trembling, so she grabbed her pencil and tried to calm down. 


"Alright, class, | hope everyone's ready because this lecture's gonna 
be a doozy!" the class groaned, but Weiss felt relieved to have 
something to keep her mind busy. Weiss looked out the window 
again, but she didn't even notice her bags anymore. The only thing 
she could pay attention to was the scar running down her left eye. 


-Authors Note- 


I hope everyone's enjoying the story and is curious where it 
goes because | have a lot of stuff planned for this story that I'm 
beyond excited for! It's gonna be long, but worth it in the long 
run (I hope). What do you guys think of it so far? Anyway, see 
you guys next week! 


Chapter 4 


Professor Oobleck jabbered at a million a second, filling the 
whiteboard with diagrams and notes in his signature chicken scratch 
at a frightening speed. Weiss picked up every tenth word as she 
watched him move, her pencil moved lazily as she let her eyes 
wander. Everyone else was scribbling madly, with their eyes flicking 
from the board to their papers so much it made her dizzy. Even 
Pyrah was biting her lip, an intense look on her face as she wrote 
like the wind. 


"Any questions?" Oobleck said suddenly, silence choking the room 
now that he was done talking, successfully snapping everyone out of 
their trances. His eyes scoured the class for eyes, but nobody had 
the nerve to look. Phyrra raised her hand, and a sigh of relief filled 
the class. 


"Anyone other than Pyrrha? Honestly, sometimes | think she's the 
only one who talks beside me in this class" He questioned, not 
knowing how right he was. "Weiss, how about you? | can see you 
aren't trying to hide your music today, so that must mean you're 
itching to contribute!" Weiss felt her ears burn and heard the 
snickering of people nearby, and Weiss felt her stomach drop. 


Weiss knew he hadn't meant to call her out like that, it was just how 
Oobleck was, but she still felt shame in the pit of her stomach. "I'm 
fine, sir," she told him with a weak and scratchy voice she hardly 
recognized. 


"Nonsense, Weiss, surely you have something that needs clarifying!" 
He pressed, still pacing around the front of the room as he took 
another sip of his coffee. 


The silence of the room was suffocating to Weiss, who risked a 
glance around the room and saw the solemn eyes of every student 
in her class glued to her. 


"Uh-" She coughed, forgetting everything that had ever happened in 
her life before this moment, her throat tightened and she felt like an 
insect. 


Before Weiss could say anything else to embarrass herself, she 
heard a faint knocking from across the room that drew her attention. 
It took her a moment to find it song the sea of eyes, but knocking on 
her desk was Pyrrha, who was waving her other hand like a crazy 
person, looking right at Weiss. 


Once their eyes met, Pyrrha glanced at Oobleck to see he wasn't 
listening, then mouthed something to Weiss. "Cattle?" Weiss said, 
earning a confused look from Oobleck, but Pyrrha shook her head 
and tried again. 


"C-castle? Castle! Could you go over the stuff about the castle 
again!" blurted Weiss as soon as she understood what the redhead 
was trying to tell her, her mouth drier than a desert. 


"Ah, an excellent question! Perfect!" He praised, turning around 
clearing off a section of the board with his sleeve before he dove into 
his lecture. 


Everyone's eyes left her and went back to Oobleck, with the 
whispers and judgment going with them. Weiss felt her spine 
decompress as she sunk into her chair, letting out a long-overdue 
breath. 


Weiss turned toward Pyrrha, who had a small but prideful smile on 
her lips, giving Weiss a thumbs up. Pyrrha turned and whispered 
something to Penny who was right beside her, an awkward feeling 
that Weiss couldn't place grew in her stomach as she watched the 
two of them talk and giggle back and forth. 


At least | got through the question out without dying, that's a step in 
the right direction, Weiss thought to herself as she turned away, 
watching Oobleck. The bell interrupted Oobleck while he was talking 
about the finer points of castle architecture, but nobody waited for 


him to release them. The class preferred grabbing their stuff the 
moment the bell rang and running out the door like it was a race to 
see who could trip first. 


Normally, Weiss took her time and waited for the crowd to die down 
before she attempted to survive the hallways. But when she looked 
over and saw Penny and Pyrrha talking, not making any moves to 
leave, she felt like she couldn't be there anymore. She shoved her 
binders and papers into her backpack, not even bothering to 
organize it before she stood up and moved. 


"Hey, Weiss-" Penny started to say but Weiss interrupted her. 


"Sorry, | really need to go," She couldn't find the strength to look at 
Penny as she talked, looking at the floor in shame before she moved 
on. Weiss felt guilty before she'd made it to the door, and felt even 
more guilty when she realized she hadn't even thanked Pyrrha for 
saving her butt. 


Weiss sighed, trying not to dwell on it as she weaved through rows 
of lockers and around groups of noisy kids. She listened to the 
students as she walked down the hallways, with most of what she 
heard people talking about the dance, but she also heard gossip 
she'd never imagined possible when she was being homeschooled. 


There were whispers about how Cardigan had cheated on his 
girlfriend, and how someone the klutz tried making another pass at 
Cinder and got shot down hard, but didn't catch anything else before 
disappearing into a stairwell. 


The way the stairwells were set up meant that on the right side of the 
room was the stairs, but on the bottom floor, to the left of the stairs, 
there was an opening that was usually used for storage. Weiss knew 
that some people would come here and hang out between classes, 
but this felt... different than that. 


Weiss tiptoed over and looked at the open area next to the stairs, 
and saw black and blonde hair and saw the two of them grabbing at 


each other and making plenty of noise to fill the room. 


Weiss had no idea if they'd noticed her, or if they even cared if she'd 
seen them, but either way, she didn't wanna stick around. Weiss took 
the stairs two at a time as she raced upwards, her face red from 
more than just the exercise. "I get if you wanna make out, but do you 
have to do it where anyone can walk in?" She complained to herself, 
her face still flaming as she walked out of the stairwell on the upper 
floor. 


But what had happened in the stairs was quickly forgotten as Weiss 
looked and saw a line of people stretching down the hall all the way 
from the cafeteria. Weiss decided to follow the line and see where it 
went, because what else could she do? Ask someone in line? 


At the end of the line sat a small table with a banner taped above it, 
Homing coming tickets, get'em while they're hot! There was only one 
person behind the table, a girl with long brown hair and soft eyes. 


"Alright, you're all set at table twenty-five! Next!" The girl yelled 
excitedly as she handed him two tickets which he took greedily. The 
girls hands were moving faster than Ooblecks as she flipped through 
pages of a massive binder, filling out information as she gladly talked 
to her next customer. 


Weiss nodded to herself before somberly walking down the hall 
towards her class. She let out a chuckle as she grabbed the hem of 
her shirt tightly. At least | won't have to ask Win for ticket money, she 
thought to herself as she walked into her classroom, taking a seat 
without a word. 


Weiss lamented the loss of her earbuds as she listened to her 
teacher drone on and on about equations, most of which Weiss 
already had memorized from her days with tutors. 


Instead of listening, Weiss spent the first half of the class drawing a 
horse in her notebook and the second half shading it. By the end of 
class, she was definitely satisfied with the work she'd put in. 


When the bell rang the teacher was still talking about the homework, 
but nobody seemed to be listening as kids shoved their way out the 
door. Weiss tossed the horse into the recycling bin on her way out, 
sad that she didn't have a place for it at home. But any thoughts of 
the horse were pushed out of her mind as she walked to lunch, 
determined to get back what was hers. 


The cafeteria was full of twenty-something tables which kids were 
claiming by the second. The kitchens were open, filling the room with 
the scent of under-salted potatoes and spilled chocolate milk. It was 
a battleground where finding an open seat was a challenge, but 
finding one with a group who was actually nice was downright 
improbable. 


"Come on, | just have to return a book," Said one student who was 
trying to walk down the art hallway. 


"You know the rules, everyone has to stay in sight," Said a burly 
woman in a bright yellow shirt. The kid wanted to fight more, but the 
woman's unyielding eyes were enough to scare him off. Weiss 
groaned as the attendant leaned against the wall and looked out at 
the crowd, watching. 


Knowing there wasn't anything else to do, Weiss made her way to 
one of the few empty tables that were left and pulled out her lunch 
out of her backpack, waiting. 


There wasn't exactly a lot in the lunch, but Weiss also didn't need a 
lot to get full these days. There was an apple, some trail mix, a 
salade, and an orange for dessert. 


"Hello there!" A cheerful voice said out of nowhere, making Weiss 
jump right as she took the first bite out of her apple. She turned 
around and was shocked to see Phyrra smiling down at her with a 
lunchbox in her hands. "Mind if we join you?" 


"We?" Weiss questioned, looking around the tall girl for someone 
else. Pyrrha raised an eyebrow and turned, looking just as shocked 


as Weiss that nobody was there. Pyrrha turned around, frantically 
searching before her eyes looked onto someone standing five tables 
away looking sheepishly at the ground. Penny. 


"Excuse me, I'll be right back," Phyraa nodded politely, setting her 
lunchbox on the table before storming off. Pyrrha raised her hands in 
the air and said something that Weiss couldn't hear, but Penny 
responded by violently shaking her head. Pyrrha put her hands on 
her hips as she stood next to Penny, looking like someone who was 
in the middle of an inspirational speech. 


Penny looked uncertain before shaking her head again, causing the 
tall girl to slouch. Pyrrha put her hand on Penny's shoulder and said 
something while Weiss watched her hand snake down Penny's arm, 
locking her wrist in a vice grip. 


Pyrrha started to drag Penny across the lunchroom, a smile on her 
lips as she dragged Penny across the lunchroom, getting more than 
a few glances from teachers and students alike. But none of that 
seemed to matter to the girl as she dragged Penny, who was fighting 
less and less with every step she took until the pair of them were 
standing in front of Weiss. 


"Sorry about that," Phyrra huffed, smiling as she wiped some sweat 
off of her forehead. "But could we sit with you?" She asked with 
confidence while Penny looked mortified. 


"Sure?" Weiss told them, not entirely sure what had just happened. 


"Perfect!" Pyrrha grinned as she sat down, leaving a seat between 
her and Weiss. Penny looked at Pyrrha and frowned, taking a seat 
on the other side of Pyrrha. "I think you've already met Penny, but 
I'm Pyrrha, it's nice to meet you," She said warmly, without a hint of 
uncertainty in her voice. 


"I'm Weiss, nice to meet you too," It was all she could think to say. 


Phyrra hummed as she opened her lunch box, which only made it 
more awkward for the other two. Weiss looked at Penny curiously, 
who shrugged and started to open her own lunch without a word, her 
eyes staying on the table. 


Weiss was about to take another bite of her apple when her jaw was 
suddenly on the floor, her eyes wide as she saw Pyrrha pull out two 
thick chicken breasts, a salad, and a container of mac and cheese. 
Weiss found herself looking at Pyrrha with no idea where the girl was 
hiding any extra weight. 


Phyrra laughed when she noticed Weiss's face, "I Know it looked like 
a lot, but I'll burn it off at practice later," She said, taking her fork and 
diving into her salad with grace. 


"Practice? What do you do?" Weiss questioned, watching Phyrra 
light up. 


"I'm on track and field! It's a ton of fun, and it's a great workout, plus 
it's an amazing place to make friends! We're always looking for new 
members if you're interested," She explained, sounding scarily 
enthusiastic when she talked. 


Weiss had known the name Phyrra Nikos from the halls, but had 
never really known anything about the girl. People talked about her 
all the time, but all Weiss had ever heard mentioned about her was 
that she was nice, popular and that she had scarlet hair with crystal 
green eyes. All of which was true from what she could tell. 


"I'm not much of a runner. I'm not good at most sports really," Weiss 
chuckled awkwardly, but Phyrra didn't lose her glow. 


"If that's the case there are plenty of other teams and clubs you 
might like! What about math?" She asked expectantly, starting to cut 
into her chicken. 


"I'm not bad at math | guess," Weiss found herself saying, caught up 
in Pyrrha's excitement. "I didn't know we had a math team here 


though," 


Pyrrha laughed, elbowing Penny, who was in the middle of taking a 
bite of her sandwich. "That's not surprising, after all it's not like the 
president's done too much marketing this year," she said teasingly to 
Penny, who was blushing furiously. 


"| told you, the office has been really weird with the posters for some 
reason this year," Penny remarked, taking a bite of her sandwich so 
she wouldn't talk anymore. 


"You're the president of the math team?" Weiss questioned, Penny 
gave her a side glance and nodded like it was something to be 
ashamed about. 


"| got voted in last semester," She smiled, tapping her finger on the 
table absentmindedly. 


"That's really cool," Weiss told her, cracking a small smile and 
making the girl turn away, flustered. "Maybe you should talk to the 
principal about the posters? He's nice," Weiss said, taking a bite of 
her apple. 


"That's a great idea, Weiss, maybe | should," Penny smiled, setting 
down her sandwich and grabbing a piece of paper and scribbling 
something down. 


"| tell you to talk to the principal and the best | get is you nodding, 
she says it and suddenly you're thinking about what to email him? 
That's not fair," Pyrrha complained, though she was smiling as she 
talked. 


"Sorry! Maybe the way Weiss said it was more interesting though,” 
Penny teased, laughing as she wrote. 


"Maybe I'm just more convincing than you, Pyrrha," Weiss said 
without thinking, regretting it for a moment before Penny and Pyrrha 
started to laugh. 


"Maybe so, but we'll just have to see about that, won't we?" Pyrrha 
challenged happily, making Weiss's smile grow. 


In her peripheral vision, Weiss noticed the lunch monitor walk away, 
and knew this was her chance. But when she looked at Pyrrha and 
Penny, she hesitated. Maybe she could get them after school, she 
could live a day without music. 


"I'm sorry, | have to go do something real quick," She apologized, 
reaching for her backpack. 


"Oh, you're going? Are you gonna be back?" Penny wondered, a 
disappointed look on her face. 


"| have to go see a teacher, but... Maybe" Weiss half lied. Neither of 
them seemed to believe the story about the teacher, but they also 
didn't question it. She did hope she'd be back though. 


"It was nice to meet you, Weiss, see you soon," Pyrrha told her 
warmly, the confidence in her voice made it clear that there would be 
a next time. 


"It was nice meeting you guys too," Weiss smiled, glad when Penny 
waved goodbye to her. 


Weiss felt like the entire lunchroom was looking at her as she stood 
up and walked towards the hall. But nobody stopped her, said a 
word, or even seemed to care. She moved swiftly once she entered 
the hall, trying to look like she belonged. 


The library sounded lively as she passed by it, finding herself quickly 
surrounded on all sides by paintings. She was half expecting to see 
another flash of white light in the reflections, but nothing came. She 
didn't have any trouble finding the door without them though. 


Weiss knew there was a pretty high chance that her earbuds had 
been stolen, But she had the faintest hope that maybe someone had 
turned them in to the teacher and they were sitting on his desk. 


The lights in the classroom were off and the door was hanging open, 
she hesitated. /f the lights are off that means the teacher's gone. If 
someone catches me... l'Il just go straight for his desk, and if they 
aren't there, I'll leave. She thought, steadying her hand before she 
flung open the door, speed walking to the front of the class. 


The desk was tidy, with hardly anything out of place. She had no 
idea who taught this class, or what class it even was, but their 
organizational skills definitely impressed Weiss as she scanned the 
desk. 


"Do you need something?" asked a voice that made Weiss squeak 
and jump a foot in the air. She looked around in a panic for whoever 
had spoken, executing to see a teacher or an aid standing there. 
She definitely wasn't expecting to see a group of kids sitting ata 
table eating lunch, looking up at her like she had two heads. 


Chapter 5 


"Um, l- uh," Weiss sputtered out, her heart thumping in her ears. 
There were three people at the table looking up at her, and a girl 
standing up, looking like she was in the middle of a dance routine. 
She tried to get her foot out of her mouth long enough to get outa 
coherent thought, but that was proving difficult. 


The one who had talked was a blonde boy who looked tall even 
while sitting, with lean muscle and a face that looked hard to take 
seriously. To his left was a boy with long black hair tied back into a 
ponytail, his eyes were sharp and locked on Weiss. The last person 
who was sitting was a mountain of a man who had tree trunks for 
arms and a barrel for a chest, with close-cut black hair and dark 
eyes. He was looking at her with a bored expression, taking another 
bite of his burger, his eyebrow raised at her. 


The girl had shoulder-length orange hair with burning turquoise eyes 
and was bouncing up and down with a bright smile on her face. It felt 
like she was about to jump up and punch the ceiling just because 
she could. 


"Maybe she's trying to find test answers!" The girl grinned at the 
long-haired boy, who crossed his arms, eyes still steady on Weiss. 


"Wha-no! I'd never cheat, my sister would kill me!" 

"| mean, you were just snooping around the teacher's desk while he 
was gone, that's pretty suspicious," The blonde said, his voice 
cracking. 


"It does look a little suspicious," The long-haired boy agreed before 
the muscular one nodded. 


"It's not suspicious, I'm looking for my earbuds!" Weiss whined, 
turning bright pink. 


"Why didn't you just say that?" The blonde questioned, standing up 
and towering at least a foot over Weiss. He patted the orange-haired 
girl on the head as he walked towards Weiss. "Here, he keeps the 
good stuff in the third drawer," He said as he kneeled down, pulling 
open the drawer. 


Inside was packed full of phones, cootie-catchers, Rubix cubes, 
gum, and even some toys. Weiss felt her jaw drop as she dove in, 
hope fresh in her veins. 


"It happens to everyone, but he doesn't really care if you take it back 
after lunch. Just make sure you only take what's yours, ok?" The boy 
explained, standing behind her just to be sure she didn't get any 
sticky fingers. 


"Is this all from today?" Weiss questioned. 


"Yup, it'll be full by the end of the day. Heck, he took Nora's phone 
yesterday," He chuckled. 


"At least | didn't fall asleep in class, Jaune," Nora shot back, sticking 
out her tongue at him as she sat down in his seat. 


"He might've fallen asleep, but you've had your phone taken away 
how many times this semester?" The long-haired boy asked with a 
sly smile. 


Nora pouted and looked away from them, "Ren, please don't make 
me answer," she begged. As the seconds ticked by he stayed silent, 
and she sighed and closed her eyes, "Three..." she mumbled, 
Causing everyone in the room to laugh, even Weiss let out a chuckle. 
"It's not my fault auto-shop is so boring!" 


"We have an auto-shop class?" Weiss asked aloud. 


"You didn't know? You've never smelled the oil walking down the 
hall? It reeks!" Nora complained, leaning back on her chair. 


It was starting to dawn on Weiss how little she actually knew about 
her school. Maybe I should find out what else we have here? She 
thought to herself as she stood up, pushing the drawer closed as she 
did. 


"That's what that smell is?" Weiss asked awkwardly, all of them 
chucked while her cheeks turned scarlet. 


"Not a car person | take it?" Ren smiled sincerely. 


"That's one way to put it," She admitted, they don't know the half of 
it. 
"Couldn't find them?" Jaune asked, concerned. 


"Nope. There were a few other pairs, but my sister would recognize if 
| had something different," she groaned. 


"What seat did you leave them at? We might know who sat there 
after class, and then we can track 'em down and take 'em back!" 
Nora grinned, giving a fist pump to the air and holding the pose like 
she was expecting someone to take a picture. 


"| didn't exactly leave them in a seat. | think they got caught on the 
door handle," 


"Like, out of your backpack?" Jaune questioned, tilting his head. 
"No, | was sort of wearing them..." Weiss admitted, folding her arms. 
"Wouldn't you have noticed-" Jaune started, but Weiss cut him off. 

"| was in a rush and couldn't go back for them," Weiss said quickly, 
her face going from scarlet to burning red. Thankfully, nobody said 
anything. 


"Didn't Ruby say she found a pair of earbuds dangling on the door 
this morning?" The large boy said suddenly, his voice calm and 
deep. 


"Yatsuhashi's right, she did!" Nora exclaimed, giving him a thumbs 
up which he happily returned. 


"What was she doing here that early anyway?" Ren wondered, and 
Jaune quickly sucked in a breath, getting everyone's attention. 


"Jaune, do you know why she was here?" Ren questioned. For a 
second Jaune looked like he was going to keep his mouth shut. But 
a smile spread on his face before he could stop it. 


"She said she couldn't wait till after school to make it," He explained, 
"She used her puppy dog eyes, so | couldn't exactly say no," He 
sighed, and everyone else in the room nodded, apparently knowing 
exactly what he was talking about. 


"Wait, did she start it?" Nora asked like a whip, standing up from her 
chair and slamming hands down on the table, her eyes gleaming 
with excitement. Jaune didn't say anything, but he looked away and 
was trying his hardest not to smile. 


"Did she?" Ren urged, leaning forward. 


"She doesn't want me to say anything,” He stated, "but she finished 
it," And suddenly Ren and Yatsuhashi were on their feet too. Nora 
had bolted to the back of the room and was tugging on the metal 
door. 


"Nora, come on, she wants it to be a surprise!" Jaune pleaded, trying 
and failing to pry the girl's hands off the doorknob. 


"Too bad, | wanna see it!" She argued, sighing and letting go of the 
door when it failed to budge. 


"She said she'd let us watch when she made it, so this would make 
us even," Ren said smoothly, and Jaune flinched. 


"Fine, just don't tell her, ok? She wanted to wow you guys and show 
it off after school" Jaune said, and everyone nodded their 


agreement. 


Soon though, Jaune was beaming just as much as Nora as he 
reached into his back pocket, pulling out a key. Jaune turned to 
Weiss, "You wanna come?" He asked kindly. 


"| just found out we had an auto-shop class, so | guess | might as 
well go visit the shop part," Weiss joked, glad when Nora chuckled 
and Yatsuhashi smiled. 


She felt guilty for leaving Penny and Pyrrha, but curiosity had her 
gripped now. Plus, she needed to find out more about this Ruby 
person, and Weiss was curious if this was the girl she'd seen earlier. 
"I'm Weiss by the way," 


"Nice to meet you, Weiss! That's Jaune, Ren, and Yatsuhashi! And 
I'm Nora!" She beamed, impatiently tugging on the door again. 


"Nice to meet you guys," Weiss nodded, watching excitedly as Jaune 
started to unlock the door. Weiss felt her phone vibrate but ignored it 
in favor of watching Jaune swing the door open. 


Before Jaune could walk in the door, Nora shoved past him with all 
her might charging into the darkroom. There was a crash 
somewhere in the room and Ren sighed, walking after Nora with 
Yatsuhashi close behind. 


"You coming?" Jaune asked, holding the door open for her. 


Weiss took a step but hesitated. She looked down and realized that 
without even realizing it she'd grabbed onto the hem of her shirt and 
was twisting the fabric between her fingers. She didn't have to go 
with them, she could say she had to go back to lunch and they 
probably wouldn't bat an eye. When Weiss looked into the darkness 
she felt cold for a moment and felt goosebumps run up her arms. 


"Of course," She said, giving a nervous smile as she walked past 
him and into the shop, gripping her shirt even harder than before. 


The only light in the room was coming from the doorway behind her 
and a few random specks of light coming from a wall to her right. 


"Nora, are you gonna hit the lights, or are you gonna keep making us 
walk around in the dark?" Jaune called, closing the door behind him. 


"| was waiting for the mood to settle," Nora explained before turning 
on the lights without warning, frying everyone's eyes. 


"A little warning would be nice next time," The blob that was Ren 
said, his tone strained. Weiss rubbed her eyes hard as flashes of 
color danced across her vision. 


"Sorry, | got excited," She giggled, looking like an orange stain. 


While her eyes recovered, Weiss suddenly smelled something 
strong all around her and realized she'd smelled it countless times in 
the library. It was heavy and thick, and she could almost taste it on 
the tip of her tongue, and she was sure that this was the oil. 


"How about | hit the lights next time?" Ren suggested, his face 
becoming more defined as the seconds passed. Weiss blinked as 
she looked around the room, her eyes widening as she finally saw 
the room around her, and it was definitely something Weiss would 
call a shop. 


It was a massive room that was easily four times as big as the 
classroom. To the right was a massive steel door where the wall 
should be that looked like it could be raised and lowered, and to her 
left was a whiteboard that was even more cluttered with notes than 
the one in the classroom, with the only difference being one section 
that had been messily cleared. 


Instead of messy notes were the words, Super cool robot names! In 
bright red, underlined, and with flames with a list of names under it. 
Weiss couldn't help but chuckle at whoever had written, Super Cool 
Robot . She couldn't help but notice that it was the same handwriting 
as whoever had made the list, even the fires matched. 


There was an open area in front of the whiteboard, with white and 
black taped down in straight lines, looking like a track with room for a 
lot more in the future. The rest of the room was taken up with around 
ten tables, all of them covered in tools, nuts, bars of metal, big and 
small wheels, power tools, and even pieces of freshly cut wood. 


"So where is it?" Ren questioned, eyeing Jaune who had a thick grin 
on his face. 


"Over here," He motioned for them to follow him further into the 
room, taking them to a table in the back corner. 


Jaune kneeled down and grabbed something that was four feet by 
three and a half feet, covered in a blanket. With a heave, Jaune 
dragged it out from under the table. "Now, you guys have to promise- 


"Jaune, hurry up before | rip the blanket out myself!" Nora 
complained, trying to attack the blanket, only held back by Ren 
patting her head. Jaune panicked, ripping the blanket off with a flick 
of the wrist. 


Everyone gasped as they looked like a hunk of metal. Well, it was a 
little more elegant than just a hunk of metal. It was made of metal 
bars that were fused together in a rectangle with holes in the bars 
every few inches. 


"She finished soldering the chassis together this morning, didn't it 
turn out good?" Jaune asked happily, pointing out the corners and 
the melted metal that connected two of the sides. 


"That's some of her cleanest work," Ren complimented as he 
inspected it. 


"Oooh, it's so pretty!" Nora gaped, running her fingers up and down it 
like a child. 


Even Yatsuhashi gave a nod of support. 


"Did you say this morning?" Weiss questioned, remembering the 
bright flashes of light. 


"Yeah, she came in super early to work on it. Called me as soon as 
she was done almost screaming," Jaune laughed as he carefully slid 
the chassis back under the table and covering it back up. 


"SO what's that for exactly?" Weiss wondered, but having a few 
ideas. 


"Our robotics team. You really don't know that much about the 
school, do you?" Jaune pointed out teasingly. 


"That's what I've been learning" She sighed, getting another chuckle 
from the group "But do you think Ruby still has my earbuds?" Weiss 
asked hopefully. 


"Probably, she always keeps junk in her pockets. Not-not that your 
earbuds are junk or anything! But, uh... Ren?" Nora sputtered out 
like a verbal car crash. 


"She'll have them. No need to worry," Ren assured her, actually 
helping her relax. 


"Do you guys think she'd be cool to meet me so | could get them 
back?" Weiss wondered, getting smiles from everyone. 


"She should be here after school- or, wait, does she have work 
today?" Jaune questioned, looking around the other three for help. 


"She works after robotics gets out," Ren told them. 


"That would be perfect," Weiss smiled, excited to get another chance 
to talk to her. 


"I'll send her a text then," Jaune told her as he pulled out his phone, 
only to have the bell ring out through the room, making all of them 
Jump, "I'll text her after next class" Jaune chuckled nervously as he 


started to rush them out of the room. "Let's get out of here before the 
sophomores show up," 


"I'll get the lights!" Nora said happily as she rushed off to the far side 
of the wall where the switches were. 


"Wait, Nora!" Jaune called as the rest of them were still walking 
before everything suddenly went dark aside from the door, quickly 
followed by grunts of pain as everyone tripped on something 
different. 
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Chapter 6 


"Just come by the classroom after school gets out and she'll be 
here," Jaune said quickly as he locked the shop door. "You might 
even get to see the robotics team working," he grinned, rushing to 
grab his backpack. 


"I'll be here," Weiss nodded, watching Nora skip around the table 
and push in the chairs. 


"She might talk your ear off, but it's fun," Nora chuckled, getting a 
sideways glance from Ren. 


"She gets excited is all," Ren clarified, waiting next to the door with 
Yatsuhashi. 


"Nora's got a point, it's half the fun," Jaune laughed, leaving the 
room with everyone following closely. 


"If she has my earbuds she can talk as much as she wants," Weiss 
smiled, watching Jaune try to be sly as he closed the door before he 
ducked down and shoved the key inside the lock. Ren, Nora, and 
Yatsuhashi formed a wall, Keeping him and the key out of sight. "Are 
you guys allowed to eat in there?" Weiss whispered, awkwardly 
standing next to Norra, listening to her hum. 


She snorted out a laugh and held her hand in front of her mouth so 
nobody else could hear her words. "The less you know the better," 
She chuckled right as Jaune stood up and put the key back in his 
pocket. 


"It's fine, the teacher gave me a copy of the key for Robotics," he 
assured her, 


"But does he know you eat lunch in there?" She questioned, getting 
her answer when Jaune paled. 


"The less you know the better," Ren repeated with a smile, resting 
his hand on Nora's shoulder and leading her down the hall. 


"Bye, Weiss, nice to meet you!" she called out, getting a few curious 
glances thrown their way. Weiss ducked down, trying her best to look 
invisible. 


"See you later," Ren said, waving as the pair disappeared in the 
growing crowd. 


"Good to meet you too," Weiss called back shakily, no idea if they'd 
heard her. 


Yatsuhashi gave her a small nod paired with a smile before heading 
down the same stairwell she'd used earlier. 


"Which way are you going?" Jaune asked, looking down at her witha 
goofy smile. 


“Towards the lunchroom," she said, looking up the hall and noticing 
the river of students that were pouring into the hall from there. 


"Perfect," He said before he took off down the hall, leaving her and 
her short legs to catch up. 


"| hope | wasn't intruding or anything earlier, | didn't think anyone 
was there," She apologized, dodging around students moving way 
too quick. 


"Intruding? You saved me from watching Nora doing... Actually, I'm 
not really sure what she was about to do. All she said was ‘watch 
this!’ and stood up. So thanks for that," Jaune said awkwardly, 
scratching the back of his head. 


"Oh, well, your welcome?" She sputtered unsurely, but he didn't 
seem to notice. 


"| haven't seen you around much before, are you new or 
something?" 


"| guess. I've been here for a few months," she shrugged, looking at 
the ground, wanting to talk about literally anything else. 


"Really? Where'd you-" But as Jaune was talking she walked right 

into something that felt like a brick wall. In a moment she was on the 
ground, her elbow singing with pain. Papers were in the air, her head 
was spinning, and she could hear someone groaning that wasn't her. 


Today just keeps getting better and better, Weiss thought to herself, 
groaning on the inside and not from the fall. Weiss looked over at 
whoever was on the ground, expecting to see a lost freshman, but 
finding one of the prettiest girls she'd ever seen instead. 


Her midnight black hair went to her shoulders and looked soft as silk, 
while her eyes looked gold in the light. Weiss got to her knees and 
started grabbing papers, her mind racing to think of how to 
apologize. 


"God, watch where you're- oh" The girl started angrily, but stopped 
when she met Weiss's eyes, "Hello there," she said, her voice calm 
and alluring. 


"Um, hi," Weiss stuttered out, "Sorry about that, | should've been 
watching where | was going," She apologized, grabbing another 
handful of papers before standing up. She looked at Jaune and saw 
that he'd moved a few feet down the hall and was eying the girl 
carefully. 


"| should be saying the same thing," The girl chuckled, reaching out 
a hand. Weiss looked at it for a second, confused, before snapping 
to attention and helping the girl to her feet. 


The two of them stood there silently for a moment, the girl was 
looking Weiss up and down with a playful glimmer in her eyes. 
"What's your name?" The girl asked slowly, shaking Weiss out of her 
trance. 


"Weiss," she squeaked. 


"Weiss? Very nice to meet you, I'm Cinder" The girl spoke slowly and 
carefully, every word dripping with confidence. 


"Nice to meet you too," Weiss said, speaking faster than Oobleck. 


"I'll be seeing you, Weiss," The girl said cooly as she reached out 
and traced the tips of her fingers on Weiss's hands before sliding the 
papers out of her vice grip. She'd forgotten that she'd even picked 
them up. Cinder eyed Weiss, and for a second Weiss thought she'd 
wink, but it never came. 


Cinder started to walk down the hall and Weiss couldn't help but 
watch. But she abruptly stopped when she noticed Jaune. He looked 
at her sternly, but she couldn't see Cinder's face. 


Normally all the noise of the hallway melted together into one 
incoherent mess, but Weiss found herself able to hear what she said 
without any difficulty. 


"Tell the klutz | say hello," her voice was harsh and cold, but Jaune 
stayed silent, his back straight. They both went their separate ways, 
with Jaune walking back up to her. 


"What was that about a klutz?" Weiss questioned, but Jaune kept 
walking, 


"it's not worth going into," he sighed, "But did you know who that 
was?" He asked after they left the hallway and made it to the 
lunchroom, finally getting enough space to stand still. 


"Not really. | think | heard something about a Cinder earlier, but if you 
couldn't tell, I'm not exactly the most well informed," She admitted. 


"Fair enough,” he laughed, "That was Cinder Falls, and if I'm being 
honest... Maybe you should stay away from her," he whispered, 
trying to keep prying ears from listening in. 


"Why? She seemed nice," Weiss pointed out, though that line about 
the klutz stuck out like a sore thumb. 


"Yeah, she does," he told her, "Just be careful around her is all I'm 
saying, she has a history of being..." Jaune started tapping on his 
chin. 


"Intense?" Weiss suggested. 


"Mean," Jaune admitted as he pulled out his phone, "I'll tell you more 
later if you want, but I'm about to be late to math," Jaune's voice was 
full of panic, "After school in the robotics room, see you then!" he 
called out before sprinting off towards the stairs. He made it about 
five feet before a yellow-shirted aid told him to walk in the halls. 


Weiss wasn't sure what to think of the girl, or for the rest of the 
people she'd just met. But she couldn't help feel excited when she 
thought about going to meet them all after school. That excitement 
was instantly overshadowed with panic when she realized that there 
was almost nobody in the halls. 


Weiss ran, glad that the aid was busy having a talk with Jaune. Right 
as the bell started to ring she slid into her classroom, sitting down at 
the last free seat. Her heart was beating in her ears as she set her 
backpack down, blocking out whatever her writing teacher was 
saying. 


The teacher launched into a lecture on the best formats to use for 
what kind of papers, and Weiss quickly realized it was the most 
boring thing she'd ever heard. "And as you all know, the proper way 
to way to have an intext citation..." And Weiss couldn't catch the 
rest. 


Her eyelids were starting to get heavy the longer class went on. 
They would close and she'd rest her eyes for a few moments before 
Snapping them open. 


"And if you wanna get crazy, APA format also has... ," Weiss's eyes 
sank quickly, and this time they didn't snap back open. Instead, 
Weiss felt herself sink right with them. She snuggled into her elbow 
like a pillow, feeling a buzz in her pocket that tickled that was 
overshadowed by how relaxed she felt. 


In her fog-filled head it dawned on her exactly how little sleep she'd 
gotten the night before, and how exhausted she was. She also 
realized that the teachers voice sounded exactly like a lullaby... 


Then there was nothing, but Weiss had no idea for how long. No 
dreams, no nightmares, not even any thoughts, just sleep. Then she 
felt like she was falling, and jerked awake, finding herself with a 
close up view of her desk. 


Her lips were dry and cracked, and she could feel a trail of drool 
going down her cheek and onto her arm. She sat up slowly and 
looked around her and saw that everyone around her was sitting 
quietly and listening to the teacher talk. Or at least they were 
pretending to in the front of the class, most of the kids in the back 
looked like they were shoving things in their back packs. She looked 
at the clock and saw that there were only a few minutes left in class. 


Weiss rubbed her cheek dry, hoping nobody noticed, but that was 
dashed when she heard a giggle. With a blush, she turned and saw 
a girl with long black hair with a matching bow on her head, her 
amber eyes were looking at the teacher, but there was an 
unmistakable smirk on her face. 


She looked down at her desk in shame, curious when she saw an 
open textbook sitting upright on her desk. It was like a shield, 
covering her obviously sleeping face. Honestly, that was probably 
the only reason the teacher hadn't saw her. 


Weiss grabbed it and turned to the cover, scanning the list of names 
until she found Blake Belladonna written in perfect cursive at the 
very bottom. The black-haired girl, Blake, reached over and gently 


grabbed the book out of Weiss's hands, setting it in her backpack 
before turning back to the teacher. 


The lecture dragged on until the bell rang and everyone around them 
jumped to their feet and were out the door in second. Everyone but 
Blake that is. 


"Thanks for that," Weiss said, nodding to her backpack. Blake 
shrugged and stood up, nothing with her but a notebook anda 
pencil. 


"No problem. It's my policy to help anyone who sleeps in class. Plus, 
it looked like you needed it" Blake's voice was light and intelligent, 
matching nicely her sharp eyes. 


"| really did," Weiss admitted, feeling more awake than she had all 
day. "I'm Weiss," She said, losing count of how many times she'd 
introduced herself today and knowing this wouldn't be the last. 


"Blake," She nodded, standing up and walking towards the door. 
"See ya," She said, disappearing into the ocean of students in the 
blink of an eye. Weiss sat back with one glaring question in her 
mind, Why does the name Belladonna sound so familiar? 


Chapter 7 


Gym. The word usually sent shivers down Weiss's spine, but she'd 
lucked out today. Instead of running around and trying her best to get 
hit with whatever ball they were playing with that day, they were 
sitting in a dark auditorium, sitting in comfy chairs. They were 
projecting a video explaining how to ‘properly swim’, with professor 
Port sitting to the side. 


"See there, kids! She needs to drop her shoulder if she really wants 
to accelerate!" He called out loudly, eyes glued to the screen. 


Weiss started off the class alert, paying attention to the video and 
hoping that maybe she'd actually learn something useful. But the 
video looked like it was made in the nineties, and it didn't help that 
the narrator didn't exactly sound enthused. 


She watched as one by one her classmates lied down across the 
empty chairs, using their backpacks as pillows. Resist as she might, 
within minutes she'd joined them and was snoozing peacefully yet 
again. 


When she opened her eyes she had no idea how long had passed, a 
quick glance at the clock told her she only had a few more minutes 
of class left. She sat up and stretched, sighing as her back cracked. 


Her eyes watched as the seconds ticked away, once again wishing 
she had her music. Suddenly her stomach was doing flips and she 
wasn't sure why. Was it because she was excited to get her earbuds 
back, to see Jaune and the others again, or to meet Someone new? 
Or maybe her stomach was just upset? 


She felt her pocket vibrate, but right as it did the bell rang out, 
shaking her whole body and it was quickly forgotten. She and 
everyone else in the class stood up in a flash and were rushing out 


the door like rushing water. She moved swiftly down the halls before 
jogging up the main stairs and coming to the cafeteria. 


She started walking towards the shop room, but stopped herself 
when she looked around and saw that most people were still in the 
halls. / need to slow down, she thought to herself, taking a shaky 
breath. She paused for a moment before turning around and heading 
towards her locker. 


I'll hang out here for a second and then head over to the shop, she 
thought calmly, taking her time as she walked. She hummed a song 
to herself as she made it to her locker and putting in her code. She 
lifting the lock only for it to... not open. 


Confused, Weiss put in the combination again, getting the same 
result. Gritting her teeth, she tried to put in the combination again, 
cursing when it stayed stubbornly locked 


"I think you might have the wrong locker," a familiar voice said from 
beside her. Weiss turned and saw the blonde girl she'd seen talking 
to Port earlier with her hand on her hip and a wide smile. 


"| thought | was fifty-seven..." Weiss questioned, scratching her 
head. 


"Nope, I'm fifty-seven. I'm gonna guess you're fifty-six," She said, 
walking up to locker fifty-seven and unlocking it with the flick of a 
wrist. 


The locker was littered with water bottles, bags, wrappers, 
sweatshirts, books, crumbs, with a black gym bag shoved into the 
bottom of the locker. "See?" She said, reaching down and heaving 
the bag free and throwing it over her shoulder. 


Weiss looked at the locker next to the girl and shrugged, putting in 
her code, letting out a sigh of relief as it actually opened. "Thanks, | 
don't exactly use this a lot," She admitted while patting her 
backpack. 


"| know, I've been waiting all semester to meet my locker neighbor!" 
She laughed, clenching her fists and grinning. 


"Well, it's nice to meet -" 


"Who would've guessed that I'd meet you earlier today too! I've seen 
around the halls but | wasn't sure how to say hi," She confessed, 
scratching the back of her head. 


She looked down and realized her hands were clenched. She let out 
a slow breath and relaxed, looking calmer, "Sorry, | can get pretty 
excited sometimes," she chuckled, smiling, "I'm Yang," She said, 
holding out her hand. 


"Actually, you're only the second most energetic person I've met 
today," She said quickly, " And I'm Weiss," She smiled awkwardly, 
reaching out and shaking Yang's callused hand. Yang's grip was 
strong and tight, and Weiss suddenly realized how toned Yangs 
arms were. Actually, how well toned all of her was. 


"Second? Wow, that's a little disappointing," Yang laughed, before 
she stopped, raising an eyebrow. "Weiss?" She said, like it tasted 
funny in her mouth. 


Weiss felt her pocket vibrate again, but this time it didn't stop and 
she shivered, realizing what it was. 


Her hands shot for her pocket, ripping it out before it slid out from her 
fingers. It hit the ground and bounced down right between Yang's 
legs, though she tried to grab it, and into the path of a hoard of 
oncoming students. 


Weiss watched in horror as it landed right where a foot was coming 
crashing down. She closed her eyes and waited for the crunch of the 
glass, but it never came. When she looked again, her phone was off 
the ground and in the hands of the one who'd helped her out not two 
hours ago, Blake Belladonna. 


"Grabbed it just in time," She smiled, holding it out. 


Weiss could've hugged her, but first thing's first, Winter was calling. 
"Thank you so much!" She cried as she swiped the phone from her 
hands. 


It took her two tries to answer the phone, and she heard Winter 
talking before she even brought it to her ear. "Weiss, where are 
you?" She said hastily, the sound of a car horn blaring in the 
background. 


"What do you mean? You're super early," Weiss questioned. Blake 
was standing next to Yang, watching Weiss with an easy smile as 
she patiently waited. Yang leaned over and whispered something 
into her ear, but Winter spoke upright as Yang did. 


"What do you mean, didn't you get my messages?" Yang and Blake 
were forgotten as Weiss felt her heart stop. 


"Um, | don't think so," Weiss stuttered, pulling her phone away from 
her ear and checking her inbox. 


Hey, | know ur busy, but James had 2 change his schedule around. 
Ur appointment's gonna be after school 2day, same time as normal. 


Nvm, someone moved their appointment up, be outside ASAP! 
We gotta b quick, b waiting outside! 

"Something must be up with the service," She lied with a gulp. 
"Wha-? Ugh, whatever. Just come on, we gotta go!" 


Weiss turned and looked down the art hallway, "Could you wait a few 
minutes, | really need to-" 


"Weiss, Jame's doesn't have to do this for free, | don't wanna keep 
him waiting. Where are you?" 


"I'll be there in a minute," She sighed, her stomach dropping to her 
feet as she realized that she wouldn't get to see anyone after school 
today and definitely wouldn't be getting her earbuds back tonight. 


Weiss nodded goodbye to Yang and Blake who looked at her 
uncertainly, but seemed to get the gist of what was going on. Yang 
gave her a thumbs up while Blake waved. 


"Try and hurry, the kids at your school drive like animals," and she 
heard was the sound of someone yelling in the distance, and Winter 
then apologizing. 


With a heavy heart, Weiss started to jog towards the entrance and 
into the ocean of kids that were trying to escape. She pushed her 
way through the crowd, grateful when she found herself stumbling 
away from the crowd outside. 


Kids were everywhere and it took a minute for Weiss to spot her 
sister's bug through the gaps in the bodies. She huffed and felt her 
heart pound, and for the second time that day she was reminded of 
exactly how out of shape she was these days. 


When she felt like she wasn't going to puke anymore, she jogged to 
the bug, throwing open the door and heaving her backpack on the 
floor. She collapsed on the seat, closing the door and buckling up 
her seatbelt. 


The moment Winter heard the click she stepped on the gas, and 
Weiss had to cling to the door handle as she made a sharp right out 
of the school. 


"Sorry, but we're already pushing it and I'd really rather not have an 
angry mom complain at me later," She explained, slowing down as 
she closed in on a red light. "How was school?" 


Weiss thought for a moment before feeling a small smile creep up on 
her, "I actually had a pretty good day," 
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Chapter 8 


The sisters were packed against the back wall of the elevator, which 
was bursting with professionally dressed people who were all 
screaming into their phones, trying to be the loudest in the room. 
Normally she'd listen to music to drown them out, but nothing was 
stopping the noise today, and her backpack was only making things 
worse. Winter was on her phone looking bored, not flinching when 
someone in the back of the elevator loudly cussed, complaining 
about an intern. 


Floor by floor the doors opened and a trickle of people would leave, 
and it would be that much easier to get a breath. By the time the 
doors opened on the twelfth floor there was enough space for the 
sisters to take a half step in any direction, but they had to push and 
shove through the crowd. 


Weiss pushed and elbowed people out of her way, hearing a grunt 
from somewhere behind her and whispering a quick apology, hoping 
she hadn't hit anyone too hard. The elevator was only a few feet 
long, but it felt like a football field as she forced her way through, 
eventually popping out from the crown next to Winter without even 
realizing. 


She'd taken a single step out of the elevator when she heard the 
doors close behind her, the elevator getting whisked away to the 
next floor within seconds. 


The room was painted a dull white, with modern chairs pushed 
against the were small tables around the room that were stained with 
every color Crayola had to offer, a bucket of crayons and a handful 
of coloring books on each one. 


The reception desk was on the far side of the wall next to a door that 
led to the offices, and that's where Amy sat typing on her computer. 
She was as old as Winter with shining red hair that went most of the 


way down her back and crystal green eyes and a smile that never 
seemed to leave her face for long. Well, unless you got on her bad 
side, then there was no hope for you. Or that's what Winter said at 
least. 


"Adrian, stop it," Weiss heard a giggling voice say, followed by a loud 
laugh. Weiss turned and saw a small group sitting to the right of the 
elevator. 


The woman who'd talked looked to be in her late twenties with olive 
skin, black hair tied in a ponytail, and a pair of red glasses. She was 
poking the cheeks of a boy with well combed black hair who looked 
like he couldn't have been older than seven. He was laughing and 
swatting at the woman's dancing fingers with a smile. 


On the other side of the boy was another woman with long golden 
hair and pure blue eyes who had a bigger grin than both of the 
others as she tickled the boys belly whenever he turned towards the 
black haired woman. 


"Hey, Saphron,” Weiss waved to the blonde woman, "Terra," nodding 
to the black haired woman, "And how're you doing today, Adrian?" 
Winter asked with a wide grin and shining eyes. 


He gave her a thumbs up, distracting him long enough for Saphron 
to blow a raspberry on his cheek, getting a huge laugh from him. 
Weiss couldn't help but giggle watching him squirm and wiggle 
around in his seat. 


"He was a little cranky earlier, but he seems to have calmed down,” 
Terra explained, absentmindedly playing with his hair. 


"He doesn't get a juice box once and he gets all grumpy," Saphron 
said teasingly. 


"Sounds like me with my coffee," Winter said, getting a laugh from 
both of the women while Weiss stood there shifting her weight from 
foot to foot. 


"Just give me one quick sec and I'll be ready," Winter said hurriedly, 
checking the time on her phone. 


"Take your time," Said Saphron, reaching over and taking Terra's 
hand without looking. 


"I'd rather not, | know how busy you both are," Winter smiled, 
standing up and waving goodbye to Adrian before briskly walking 
towards the reception desk. 


"Aren't they just adorable?" Amy asked, looking up at Winter with 
stars in her eyes. 


"Maybe just a little," Winter said, sounding deflated for some reason. 
"Anything new for me?" 


"Aside from your 3:45 appointment sitting there playing with his 
parents? Nope. Aren't you two going to say hi?" She questioned, 
raising an eyebrow. 


"Do we have to?" asked Winter, letting out a sigh but smiling 
nonetheless. 


"You're smart enough to know the answer to that," Amy said 
teasingly. 


"Then hi. Can we go now? Please?" Winter questioned, but the red 
heads eyes were glued to Weiss. 


"Hi, Amy," she smiled, scratching the back of her head. 


"Hey, Weiss, good to see you again! See, that wasn't so hard, was 
it?" Amy said triumphantly. 


"You aren't gonna say hi to me?" Winter asked with a huff. 


"| say hi to you everyday, Weiss is special," Amy winked at Weiss 
who was blushing softly. 


"Now, aren't you two late?" Amy joked, laughing at the glare Winter 
shot her with as the two of them walked past her and into the back. 


The first thing you see when you walk into the back is a long hallway 
with doors sprinkled on either side. Some of those doors led to 
storage while others to long stretches of hallway. A handful of the 
doors had plaques to the side of them, each one with a different 
therapist's name. The hall ended at a door like every other, the only 
difference was the plaque that said Dr. James Ironwood . 


"| have one more appointment after I'm done with Adrien, so I'm 
gonna be a while. Do you wanna wait for me to drive you home, or 
are you gonna walk?" Winter questioned as they rushed down the 
hall. 


"Probably walk," Her voice quiet, with no idea who else might be 
having a meeting. 


"Alright, just be careful ok?" She said quickly, her voice drenched in 
worry. 


"You know | always have the pepper spray you gave me," Weiss 
said, patting her backpack and feeling the blue bottle. Winter looked 
relieved before a mischievous smile came onto her face. 


"Ya know, you could try and convince me to let you take the bug for a 
spin after | get home," Winter smiled, reaching into her pocket and 
jingling the keys in front of Weiss's eyes. 


"| already had to deal with school today, | don't need that kind of 
stress," Weiss chuckled as they reached the end of the hall. 


"Come on, Weiss, you gotta learn how to drive sooner or later! 
You're getting older, and it's not exactly cool to have your sister 
driving around on dates, is it?" 


"Win " 


"I'm sorry, but it's true!" Win laughed, walking away from Weiss and 
going to the last door on the right side of the hall, the one that had 
her name on the plaque. "Have fun with James, I'll see you at home, 
love you!" 


"If he's nice to me,” She joked, "Love you, Win," she said honestly 
before Winter slipped into her office, leaving Weiss all alone. She 
stood in the hall for a moment, letting the near silence settle in her 
ears for the first time all day. 


She knocked on the door, wanting to get this out of the way so she 
could go home. "Come in," She heard a deep voice say. 


James's office was classy, but at the same time sort of childish. It 
was a light beige with a large window on the far side of the room that 
gave an amazing view of the city. There was an expensive black 
leather couch with a matching chair, as well as a shelf that had 
countless textbooks and medical books on it. His desk was large and 
neatly organized, with not even a slip of paper out of place. His walls 
were also decorated with prestigious degrees that were framed. but 
degrees weren't the only things in frames. 


Scattered all over the room were framed drawings that were all 
signed by different kids. There was a closed chest that was next to 
the shelf, but Weiss knew that it was packed full of toys and games. 
As embarrassing as it was, she couldn't resist playing with them 
every once in a while. 


James was a tall man with well groomed black hair and dark blue 
eyes, he was dressed in a smart gray suit but still seemed 
comfortable. "How's your day been, Weiss?" James asked casually, 
leaning on his desk and looking out at the city. 


"Long," Weiss sighed, dropping on the couch like a ragdoll. 


"You too?" he laughed, and Weiss nodded silently. 


"| had people changing plans all day, been on the phone talking with 
angry parents more than I've been talking to their kids" He explained, 
"Sorry about changing plans on you, but Winter said you wouldn't 
mind," 

A twinge of annoyance spiked in Weiss, "Did she really? First time 
I'm hearing about it," Weiss complained bitterly. James turned 
towards her and frowned. 

"Did she not ask you first?" 

"Does she ever?" Weiss complained, crossing her arms. 

"And did you tell her how you feel when she does that?" he asked, 
nodding when she froze. "I'll take that as a no," He said as he stood 
up from his desk, walking over and sitting on the chair. He was about 
to say something, but stopped, looking at her closely. 

"Did you get any sleep last night?" He wondered, concerned. 


"I'm fine, | got plenty of sleep... In class," She admitted, unfolding 
her arms. 


"| had a nightmare last night," She started pulling at her shirt. 

"Was it the same one as usual?" He asked calmly. 

Weiss nodded, rubbing her wrist where her father had grabbed her. 
"Did you tell Winter about this one?" 


"No," She mumbled after a moment of silence, looking at the ground. 
"She worries about me enough already," 


"From what I've seen, that worry is on both sides," he pointed out 
with a small smile, getting a glare from Weiss. 


"| know," Weiss admitted quietly. 


"Don't you think she wants to know how you feel?" He asked, and 
Weiss bit her lip. 


"| know," She said again. 

"It is he job after all-" 

"| know!" Weiss snapped, furrowing her eyebrows and breathing 
heavily. James looked at her and tilted his head, waiting for her to 


relax. 


"It's not that easy, ok? | know | should tell her, but sometimes things 
just feel different," 


She said, frustrated. 
"Do you think she feels that way too?" She nodded. 


"Sometimes she gets quiet, and I can tell she doesn't know what to 
say, but she's trying. She's trying so hard," She defended, her heart 
felt like it was getting squeezed. 


"Do you think you're trying?" He questioned gently. 


"Not nearly as hard as she is," She whispered so softly he hardly 
heard her. Weiss felt the guilt crawling inside of her and it made her 
feel sick. 


"What do you think you're gonna do then?" and Weiss let out a 
laugh. 


"That's not really easy to answer. It's not as if | like not having friends 
with only my music to keep me company. All she wants if for me to 
make friends and to have a normal life, but I'm not exactly a social 
butterfly," 


"Nobody's saying you have to be a social butterfly or anything like 
that. All anyone wants you to do is try and meet some people," 


"But what if I'm not sure how to make friends?" Weiss confessed 
fearfully, looking him with watery eyes. 


"Can | offer some advice?" 


"Is it actual advice or is just gonna be a lecture? Because I've 
already sat through enough of those today," She joked, sniffling her 
nose. 


"Advice. Well, mostly advice. Sixty-forty," He laughed, "I know it's 
cliché, but that's because it works. Be yourself. If you have to 
pretend to be someone you're not just to be friends with someone, 
don't be their friend," He said casually, but there was weight to his 
words. 


"I'd say that more fifty-fifty," Weiss teased. 


"You think? That's better than | was hoping for" He laughed, getting a 
smile out of her. 


Weiss couldn't help but have her mind wander to all of the people 
she'd met today, and how nice they'd all been. She thought of 
Winter, and how much she wanted everything to be ok. She nodded 
to herself, coming to a decision then and there. 


She was done sitting back and doing nothing. Tomorrow, she was 
going to go out and find Jaune again, and she was... Well, she had 
no idea what she was going to do, but she was gonna try something. 
That much was certain. 
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Chapter 9 


The elevator was empty and Weiss couldn't have been more 
relieved. After a whole day of talking with seemingly everyone her 
social battery was drained and all she wanted to do now was 
collapse on the couch, put on some trashy reality tv, and take a nap. 


Weiss looked down in her hand and saw the crumpled up twenty that 
Win had forced into her hand while she was leaving. She was 
disappointed that they wouldn't be going out to eat tonight, but there 
was always next time, or at least that's what Win kept telling her. She 
didn't have it in her heart to be mad, not when Win did so much for 
her. 


The doors slid open and started making her way through the main 
lobby of the building, only stopping half way through when she heard 
something. Hearing people talk or even yell was par for the course, 
but hearing someone sniffling wasn't. 


It took all of five seconds to see the three of them standing near the 

front of the building. The tallest of the three was a lanky woman in a 

suit who had a tight face and a clipboard tucked under her arm while 
she talked to someone on the phone, pacing around the lobby. 


There were two boys at her side, one that looked eleven or twelve 
and another who couldn't have been more than eight. They each had 
shaggy blonde hair, their hands glued together. The younger boy had 
red eyes and was in desperate need of a tissue, while the older boy 
stood silently, watching the woman talk while rubbing his brothers 
back gently. 


Weiss wasn't sure, but she had a pretty good feeling that these might 
be Win's next patients. She bit her lip, wanting to say something, but 
she didn't have the slightest idea what. 


She awkwardly waved as she walked past them, glad when the 
younger one got a small smile on his lips and waved back. The older 
brother looked at her for a moment before nodding, apparently 
making sure she wasn't a threat. The woman turned and looked at 
Winter and nodded quickly before she continued her pacing. 


"Bye," The younger brother said as Weiss made it to the doors 
outside. Weiss turned and saw him rub his nose in his brother's shirt. 


"David, gross!" the older boy complained, not making any move to 
stop his brother. Weiss smiled as she watched them, feeling hopeful 
as she opened the doors and went outside. 


The city was blanketed in golden light that was right out of a movie, 
or at the very least like someone was using an amazing filter over a 
picture. There weren't many people out, the sidewalks were barren 

of people and the streets void of cars. Not a car horn for miles. 


A handful of cars parked in front of the building hinted at people in 
the city, the most interesting one was a red pick up truck that looked 
twenty years old but like it had just gotten a new coat of paint. 


The only other signs of life were a food cart up the road that looked 
like it was selling- Her stomach growled like an animal when she 
started to think about what food there might be there. Her mouth 
started watering when the sweet aroma of pretzels and hotdogs 
reached her nose. Like a zombie she started walking towards the 
food, suddenly not sure if she finished her lunch before running off. 


The only person in line had her back to Weiss, but she was wearing 
a red beanie and a dark red long sleeve shirt with the sleeves 
pushed up past her elbows. Her jeans were dark, but fit her more 
than well. Her shoes were red, but stained with drops of different 
paints on them and not to mention they looked ready to fall apart at 
the seams. But the most striking thing about the girl? Her dog! 


The girl had a leash around her wrist that led to the most adorable 
corgi Weiss had ever seen. His back was black and his belly white, 


while his gray eyes glimmered. He was sitting next to the girl, looking 
up and wagging his tail. He might've been looking at the girl, the man 
with the large moustache that was working the cart, or maybe the 
food he was handing the girl? Weiss didn't care, all she wanted right 
now was to pet him. 


Or- actually, maybe she didn't have to. Petting the dog involved 
asking his owner, and she didn't have that in her right now. Instead, 
she settled for stealing glances at him every other second. 


This worked until the dog looked up at her, panting with his tongue 
leaking out. Without even trying he was melting Weiss's heart. Then, 
it barked at her, stopping it. 


The girl whipped around in a flash, her silver eyes peering into 
Weiss's blue orbs. 


She had a hotdog with every condiment you could get in one hand 
and an open pop in the other, which she was sipping on while 
looking at Weiss. 


When people looked at Weiss their eyes always followed a pattern. 
First, they'd look her in the eyes confidently before their attention got 
drawn to her scar. That's when most of them floundered, with their 
smiles dropping and their voices cracking as they tried to think of 
what to say next. Then, they'd try to look at her eyes again, but their 
focus would always go back to her scar. 


It was something everyone did, even Winter at the start. It was 
something that everyone did, so there wasn't much of a point in 
getting mad. She'd be lying if she said it didn't hurt sometimes 
though. 


But this girl wasn't doing that. She was looking steadily at her. Right 
at her scar. 


Weiss felt her face start to burn, but wasn't sure if it was because of 
shame, embarrassment, anger, or some other emotion. Either way, it 


felt like she was under a microscope. 


"What?" Weiss said shakily, trying to sound intimidating as she 
crossed her arms. 


"What?" She asked, blinking. 
"You're staring at me," 
"| was?" She questioned, raising an eyebrow. 


"|- Yeah, you were," Weiss said, confused. Am I being pranked? She 
thought to herself, looking the girl up and down. 


"Sorry, your scar's just really cool is all," She smiled. Weiss took a 
step back, not sure what to say. 


"You think it's cool? Really?" Weiss teased, fighting the urge to 
laugh. She'd heard plenty of things about her scar, but cool? Yeah, 
right. 


The girl froze, looking like a deer in headlights with how wide her 
eyes were, "D-did | just say that out loud?" She stuttered. Weiss 
tilted her head and nodded, lost. 


"I'm so sorry! I'm not sure what | was thinking, | didn't mean to say 
that! | saw your face and you asked me something, and sometimes 
my mouth just sort of moves and | can't stop," The girl sputtered, 
making Oobleck look slow. 


It took a moment for Weiss to understand everything the girl had 
said, and one thing stood out. 


"Wait, you actually think my scar is cool?" Weiss asked skeptically. 
"I... yeah," She admitted guiltily. 


"Why?" 


"Why's your scar's cool? It looks like you got it in a sword fight or 
something," She laughed, "Sorry, | Know that's stupid, but it's the 
truth," She gave an apologetic smile. 


Weiss wasn't sure why the girl had apologized. What she'd said 
wasn't mean, it was just... weird. 


"Nobody's ever called it cool before. The best thing anyone's ever 
told me was, 'it's not that bad" Weiss laughed, glad when the girl 
cracked a smile. 


"That's disappointing," The girl smiled, "Because, you know, it's 
cool," the girl said awkwardly before trying to give a thumbs up. The 
only issue was she used the hand that was holding her pop, almost 
spilling it on herself. 


"| think you already said that," Weiss giggled. 


"Yeah, but can you ever really call something cool too many times?" 
She grinned before stepping to the side "You getting anything?" she 
asked before taking a bite of her hotdog. 


"Yes! Yes | was!" Weiss blushed, stumbling forward. Her stomach 
had just been growling, but it was the furthest thing from her mind 
right now. 


"What'll you have?" the man running the stand asked happily. 


"I'll have... ," The smell from the cart made her mouth water as she 
looked down at the selection. Pretzels, hot dogs, ice cream, pop, 
churros, and chips, so much to choose from. Then, her stomach 
rang out like a bell. 


For once in her life Weiss would've killed for there to be a crowd 

talking on the sidewalk or drivers screaming and honking at each 
other. But no. Instead it was so quiet someone two streets away 

probably could've heard her. 


"Hungry?" The girl teased, giggling behind her hand, doing a terrible 
job at hiding her smirk. Weiss's blush turned a burning scarlet, she 
couldn't bring herself to look at her. 


"I'll take a pretzel," she mumbled. 


He nodded with a smile, grabbing it in a flash and putting it in her 
hands just as quick. She stared in disbelief before taking a massive 
bite, humming with joy as she chewed. 


Weiss swallowed, a lump of dough getting caught in her throat. She 
started pounding on her chest, trying to choke it down. For a brief 
moment she panicked, but then the girl held out the pop for her. 


Weiss grabbed it with both hands, their fingers touching for a fraction 
of an instant. She might've imagined it, but she could've sworn she 
felt the girl flinch. She also noticed that the girl had black splotches 
on her arms, but that was quickly forgotten as she gulped down the 


pop. 
"Thanks," Weiss gasped as soon as she could breathe again. 
"No problem, you looked like you needed it," 


"Well, | finished it, so that might be a problem," Weiss said, shaking 
the can and hearing the drops fly around inside. "I'll buy you another 
one," Weiss offered, already fishing out her money. 


"Actually, I'm already late for something. Like, really late," She 
laughed, taking the can from Weiss's hand and tossing it in a nearby 
recycling bin. 


"Oh?" Weiss asked, feeling sad. 


"Yeah, but this must've been fate," she grinned, reaching into her 
back pocket and rummaging around before she pulled something 
out. "I might be wrong, but are these yours?" she asked, offering 
her... earbuds? 


Weiss grabbed them, inspecting them curiously. They were pure 
white and were made by some off brand company that Weiss 
couldn't pronounce, and they were definitely hers. 


"Where did you-" 


"Sorry, | really gotta go, see you later!" the girl smiled before walking 
past Weiss and down the sidewalk. 


Weiss was about to run after her, but the wind howled and Weiss 
heard a rustling. She turned around and saw a piece of folded paper 
where the girl had just been standing. She grabbed it off the ground 
and unfolded it against her better judgement. Of all the things she 
was expecting to see on that paper, the horse she'd drawn in second 
period was last on the list. 


The lines, the shading, everything was a perfect match to what she'd 
drawn earlier. After all, she'd spent her whole class working on it, 
how could she forget? 


"How-" But when she looked up, the girl and her dog were gone. 
Weiss looked around aimlessly, but the only people here were her 
and the pretzel guy. 


Weiss wasn't sure which was stronger, her confusion over why this 
girl had her stuff, or the heartbreak after realizing she'd never pet her 
dog. 


She twirled her earbuds around her fingers, questions buzzing in her 
mind. She could've listened to music off her phone, but for once she 
didn't want to. 


She bit into her pretzel and held it in her mouth as she folded the 
paper, putting it in her back pocket along with her earbuds before 
starting the walk back home. Despite all the confusion, her mind 
returned to the same question over and over as she walked, Who 
was she? 
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Chapter 10 


Ruby's heart was hammering in her chest and she could hardly 
breathe in the empty lobby. "Out of all the things | could've said, | 
picked, ‘your scar is cool’? Anything would've been better than that! 
Heck, nothing would've been better than that!" She cried, burying her 
face in her hands and groaning like she'd been hit in the stomach. 


She rubbed her eyes, the smell of oil clung to her hands, relaxing 
her. "I should've just left those earbuds hanging there," She sighed, 
looking up and walking towards the elevators, Zwei's nails clicking 
on the floor as they moved. 


"Do you think | was acting awkward?" She asked, looking down at 
Zwei, who looked up at her with his tongue hanging out of his mouth. 
"It's not like | was expecting Weiss to walk up out of nowhere while | 
was buying a hotdog, | panicked!" 


Zwei licked his nose and wagged his tail at her. 


"| hope she didn't mind me saying that stuff about her scar. She 
laughed a lot, that's good, right?" Ruby asked, pushing the up 
button. The sound of the gears worrying to life hummed through the 
doors as the elevator descended. 


"| don't think she didn't recognize me. But is that good or bad? Or- 
wait? Ugh, where's Yang when you need her," She whined as the 
doors dinged open. The two of them rushed inside, with Ruby 
elbowing the twelve button on her way in. 


"Maybe she hasn't heard anything yet?" She wondered as the doors 
closed and they were launched into the air. "I doubt it," Ruby said 
sadly, looking down at her dog who was staring at her with a clueless 
smile. 


"Zwei, you're Cute, but sometimes you really are no help," She 
admitted, "But you're a really good listener," she smiled, bending 
down and rubbing his ears. He closed his eyes and leaned into her 
hands, riding in bliss until the elevator came to a stop and the doors 
slid open. She kissed Zwei on the head and stood up, freaking out 
slightly less than when the ride had started. 


Ruby frowned when she saw how barren the office lobby was. Sure 
her new times were later, but she was hoping to at least see at least 
one familiar face here. Well, one familiar face that didn't work here. 


Amy was sitting behind the reception desk, talking to a tall woman 
with a clipboard. She was dressed in a suit that looked too tight in 
some places and too loose in others, with bags under her eyes that 
seemed to stretch on for miles. 


There were also two boys with straw blonde hair sitting awkwardly 
and holding hands. They were each trying to hide the same anxious 
expression, but neither of them looked too convincing. 


Ruby didn't recognize them, but she'd seen people like them more 
times than she could count. An overworked caseworker, kids who 
had been through more than any kid ever should, court-ordered 
therapy, and probably two parents fighting over them. The younger 
brother wiped his nose with his sleeve while his brother rubbed his 
back. 


She pulled out her phone and saw she was only... Fifteen minutes 
late. Great. "Don't make her wait any more, let's just go," Ruby 
mumbled to herself, keeping her eyes forwards as she moved 
towards the door. 


"Sam, I'm scared," The younger brother whispered. 


"| know, it'll be fine," The older brother, Sam, was trying to keep a 
brave face but Ruby could see the hand not around his brother 
shaking. She gritted her teeth and tried to keep walking, but after a 
few steps, she turned and was walking towards the boys. 


Sam found her quickly, staring at her and trying to figure her out. 
Ruby walked up calmly and confidently, smiling warmly at them as 
she tried to be as unthreatening as possible. 


"You guys like dogs?" Ruby asked suddenly, catching both of the 
boys off guard. It was only then that they seemed to realize Zwei 
was looking up at them and wagging his tail. The younger brother lit 
up, grinning like a madman. Sam looked apprehensive, but his eyes 
were just as glued to Zwei as his brothers. 


"Yeah!" he said, bouncing up and down in his chair. 

"His name's Zwei," 

"Hi, Zwei, I'm David!" He waved excitedly. 

"You wanna pet him?" David looked up at his brother, the older boy 
looked at Ruby sceptical, but when he saw how excited his brother 
was, a small smile grew on his face. He hesitated, but nodded to his 
brother. 


"Can |?" He asked, looking up at Ruby now. 


"| don't see why not,” She held her sack of potatoes out for him, 
Zwei's tail was a blur. 


David held his hand out for Zwei, who started licking it, "That tickles!" 
he giggled, scratching Zwei's back with his other hand. "He's so 
soft," 


"Pff, don't tell him that! It'll go straight to his ego," She whispered, her 
eyes flicking from David to Zwei, grinning. 


"But look at his eyes!" He gushed, showering the dog with praise. 
The older brother pulled his arm from around David, putting it back in 
his lap and watching them. 


"Do you wanna hold him? He's friendly," she smiled at Sam. 


He looked past Ruby and at the caseworker who was standing by 
Amy, eyeing the three of them. Amy whispered something to the 
woman, who nodded at her, "Go ahead, Sam," the woman said, her 
voice soft but strict. 


Sam held out his arms and Ruby gently handed him Zwei, who 
settled into his lap. "Be careful, he's heavier than he looks," She 
laughed, getting a giggle from both of the boys. 


"Does he like getting scratched behind the ears?" David asked. 


"He likes getting scratched everywhere," She joked, unable to resist 
giving him a scratch on the top of the head. 


"Alright boys, | think that's enough, " The woman said gently, walking 
over with a tired smile on her face. The boys' faces fell, but the 
petting didn't stop. 

"Just a few more minutes?" David asked hopefully. 


"We're running late enough as is," She said regretfully, honestly 
looking sad for the boys. 


"Zwei and | are running late ourselves, so we should get going. Are 
you two gonna be here next week?" 


"Every Monday," The woman nodded. 

"Perfect! Do you guys wanna make a deal then?" 

"A deal? What kind" Sam asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Well, it's your guy's first time here, so if you promise to try and do 
well in your session, I'll show up early next week and let you play 
with Zwei before your meeting. But I'm friends with the people here, 


so I'll Know if you don't," She explained, watching the two of them 
have a silent conversation. 


"That's it?" David questioned. 


"Yup! I'd say that's pretty fair," Ruby smiled, giggling excitedly. 


The two looked at each other again and nodded after only a 
moment, "Deal," Sam said, holding out his hand. 


Ruby felt her hands get clammy, trying to breathe through the 
tremors that were trying to move through her body. "Deal," She 
swallowed, shaking his hand. 


"We'll see you two next week then," Ruby smiled, taking Zwei from 
Sam and setting him back on the ground. 


"Bye, Zwei!" David called, waving as the two of them walked towards 
the reception desk, only to be stopped by the woman putting a hand 
on her shoulder. 


"It's been too long since I've seen them that happy, thanks," She 
whispered. 


"You don't have anything to thank me for," Ruby chuckled, walking 
up to Amy who had a smirk on her face. 


"Back at it again already?" She teased. 
"What does that even mean?" Ruby questioned with a laugh. 


"Nevermind," Amy smiled, shaking her head. "You're late again by 
the way," 


"It's not my fault this time, | swear! Jaune begged me to solder 
something right as | was walking out, then he told me something 
really weird, then there was traffic!" Ruby whined, giving Amy her 


puppy dog eyes. 


"I'm not the one you need to apologize to. Now get moving or she'll 
really crack the whip," Amy cackled, pretending to use an invisible 
whip. 


"She'd never do something that! | hope," She said uneasily, before 
rushing through the door and into the back. 


"Good luck!" Amy called after her, and Ruby couldn't help but smile. 


Zwei's tag jingled around his neck and was the only noise in the hall. 
That was until they neared the end, where something could be heard 
coming from the last door on the right. Ruby didn't even bother 
knocking before barging in 


"You're late," Someone said before she'd even opened the door. 


"| know, | Know, but | can explain!" Ruby begged as she walked into 
Winter's office. 


The office was simple, with Winter's desk in the back of the room 
and a brown couch in the middle with a chair next to it. Toys were 
scattered across the room with the toy chest shoved against the side 
of the wall open and empty. 


Winter was laying down on the couch with her phone on her chest 
playing rock music, the guitar and drums filling the room. "Sure you 
can," Winter teased. 


"| can! Also, it looks like a tornado came through here," Ruby said, 
dancing around blocks and toys until she made it to the couch, sitting 
on the armrest near Winter's feet. 


"Hurricane Adrian actually," 

"| thought you made people clean up before they leave?" 
"Normally. But | thought cleaning up after him would be a good 
punishment for being late," Winter explained, an evil grin on her 


face. 


"Wait, | have to clean this up? Why?" Ruby complained while Zwei 
jumped up on the chair and got ready for a nap. 


"Because you were late again," Winter said with a cheeky look on 
her face. 


"But how did you know | was gonna be late again?" 
"Because | know you," Winter laughed. 
"You're mean," Ruby teased, smiling. 


"Don't worry, I'll help. A little. Later. But nevermind that, how've you 
been this week?" Winter asked, sitting up and turning off her music. 


"Do you remember that girl I've told you about?" 
"The mystery girl you've been telling me about? Of course," 


"Well, you're never gonna believe this," 


Chapter 11 


Winter had always heard that cities never slept, and at first, she 
didn't really get it. But after she first moved to the city, the night 
would fall and bring a symphony of car horns and screeching brakes 
outside of her window. Then she understood what everyone was 
talking about. But after a few years, she started to realize that the 
saying was only half true. 


No, the city never stopped, but every now and then everything 
slowed to a crawl, like the city was holding its breath. For a moment, 
everything was calm and still before going back to normal like 
nothing happened. Right now was one of those moments. 


Amy and her sat in a booth in the back of some hole in the wall bar 
that was within walking distance of home. The staticky sound of a 
baseball game filled the bar, though the details were a gargled mess. 
The lights were weak and the air was filled with bitter smoke that 
was thick and sticky with nicotine, so Winter wasn't sure what color 
the walls were, but if she had to guess, she'd say they were some 
shade of purple. The table was made of cheap wood and was sticky 
from all the spilled liquor, while the floors were made out of even 
cheaper wood and were even more sticky. 


Amy was sipping a pink drink that had tasted like pineapple, 
strawberry, and vodka. Amy had offered her a drink and it made her 
face wrinkle and her tongue vibrate with how sweet it was. She set it 
on the table in disgust, before picking it back up two seconds later 
and drinking half of it. She ordered her own after Amy ripped the 
glass out of her hands. 


"Did Weiss get home ok?" Amy asked as the bartender set a thin 
glass in front of Winter, who picked it up before the bartender had 
even turned away. 


"Yeah, now she's eating popcorn and watching reality tv," Winter 
said, recalling the quick words she'd shared with her sister over the 
phone on the drive over. 


"Ooh, which show?" Amy squealed, a wide grin on her face. 


"Real Housewives of somewhere. She told me that somebody had 
just got slapped and then hung up on me. | could hear them yelling 
through the mic," Winter chuckled. 


"Told you she'd like cable," Amy said, a smug look on her face. 


"It definitely didn't help that you got her hooked on those shows," 
Winter laughed, taking another sip. 


"| didn't get her hooked on anything, she did it all by herself. | just 
gave her a list of the best shows to watch is all," 


"You know what we call that at work?" 
"What? Being cool?" 


"Close. We call it being a pain in the butt," They both broke out into a 
fit of laughter, making the tv seem quiet. 


Winters laugh started to slow and her smile started to fade before 
she was sitting there looking at the table like it had done something 
disappointing. Amy smiled sympathetically as she reached out and 
rubbing Winter's arm like a mom trying to warm up her child, bringing 
some life back into her. 


"Hey, you're zoning out again," Amy said, a soothing tone in her 
voice. Winter sat up straight, not realizing she'd started to slide down 
the booth. 


"Sorry, haven't been getting a lot of sleep lately," Winter laughed 
weakly and without any humor. 


"| can tell, those bags under your eyes aren't exactly hard to see. 
Guessing those sleeping pills haven't been helping?" Winter shook 
her head, taking a long sip of her drink. 


"They help. Some nights | might get close to a full eight hours, but | 
count it as a win as long as | get a handful,” 


"Doesn't sound like they're helping," Amy frowned. 


"No more all-nighters," Winter gave a weak half-smile while Amy's 
frown deepened. 


"Do you still,-" 


"Yes, l'm still drinking your tea too," Winter said, her smile less 
painted on than before. 


"Good. I'm telling you, that tea is probably the only reason you're 
getting any sleep!" Amy declared grandly, pointing a finger at 
Winter's nose. 

"It Sure isn't hurting," 


"What do you even do during the night?" She asked, raising an 
eyebrow. 


"You know, read, do work, listen to music, roll around trying to sleep. 
Anything that keeps my mind busy," She explained in a bored 
expression, "Thinking," 

"I'd ask what about, but | already know," Amy sighed, disappointed 
"| know, | know," 

"You really like hearing me tell you to move on, don't you?" 


"You know It's not that easy," She said, groaning into her hands. 


"See, | don't like hearing you tell me that," 


"| know," Winter mumbled, glad when Amy reached across the table 
and rubbed her arm again. 


"So, why'd you wanna hangout? Because | know it wasn't just 
because you wanted to drink," Amy said, grabbing Winters half- 
empty glass and polishing it off. 


"Hey, that's mine!" 


"Stop changing the subject," Amy countered, signaling to the 
bartender to bring another round. 


"But you just- ugh, whatever. | can't really go into details, but Ruby's 
talked to you about her mystery girl, right?" 


"Only a few hundred times, give or take. Why?" 
"| have a... Suspicion," Amy almost spat out her drink. 


"You do? Tell me! Or- wait, would that be unconstitutional or 
whatever? | forget the word for it," 


"You mean illegal?" Winter questioned, tilting her head at Amy. 


"| schedule stuff and check people in, it's your job to know the details 
on this stuff," 


"No, it's not illegal if | don't give any details. At least it shouldn't be," 
Winter said, making a note to double-check with Jame's later. 


"What's the suspicion? Or, who's the suspicion?" She grinned, 
leaning closer like she couldn't get enough. A waitress dressed in all 
black dropped off two more drinks, which they both attacked. 


"So Ruby switched her appointment times because of robotics, 
right?" 


"Yeah, | was the one who had to schedule them, remember?" 


"Whatever. Apparently, she ran into her mystery girl before coming. 
Right before. Like, was eating right outside while eating at the food 
cart when she ran into her," 

"Really? From school? What're the odds of-" 


"Right after Weiss left her appointment with Jame's," Winter said 
lowly, watching Amy's eyes. 


"Ok, but what does... No. No!" Amy cried, her face lighting up, but 
Winter wasn't sure if it was from excitement or shock. 


"It's not that crazy, right?" 


"It's definitely not crazy! Weiss might've been there, but that doesn't 
mean it's her. How do they act when they're around each other?" 


"What do you mean?" Winter asked, her head starting to feel light. 


"When they met, how did they react? Any googly eyes or stuff like 
that?" 


"Not really," She admitted, scratching the back of her head, her eyes 
flicking between Amy and the table. 


"Then it might-" 


"Because they've never met," Winter said abruptly, eyes glued to the 
table. 


"What do you mean they've never met? You never-" 
"No," She shook her head, stomach filled with guilt and booze. 
"Are you being serious," Amy pushed, eyes wide with shock. 


"| never introduced them or anything, ever" 


"Weiss has been here for months and from what you've been saying 
it seems like she hasn't made any friends. Wasn't that the whole 
point of putting her in school?" Amy's voice was harsh, but she 
wasn't mean as she talked, but her words still hit Winter like a truck. 


"That didn't mean she had to meet Ruby though," Winter said, trying 
to put up some form of a defense for herself. It was total bs, but it 
was something. 


"Winter, | Know you mean well, but Weiss probably doesn't even 
know where to begin making friends. Maybe it would've done her 
some good to have the most positive person in the world in her 
corner?" Amy said critically, staring Winter down. 


"| couldn't do it, Amy," Winter said, her heart squeezing tight as she 
sat there still as stone. 


Amy looked like she wanted to say something else, but let out a huff 
of air instead. "I Know," She said, standing up and wobbling before 
walking around the table and plopping down next Winter, bouncing 
on the cushioning as she landed. 


The redhead leaned in and wrapped her arm around Winter's 
shoulders. Winter put her head on Amy's shoulder without hesitating. 
Even with Weiss living with her, hugs were rare, so this small warmth 
helped more than Amy knew. 


"Ya know, the two of them wouldn't make a bad couple," Amy 
whispered, getting a laugh from Winter. 


"Maybe, but Weiss doesn't do that," 
"What? Like girls?" 


"Not at all," Winter chuckled like it was the most absurd thought in 
the world. 


"Really?" Amy said curiously. 


"It's not like it would be bad if she was. | mean, after Ruby and Yang, 
how could | be anything but supportive?" She said, a dreamy smile 
on her face, her eyes getting heavy. 


"Well, you never know," Amy said mostly to herself. 


"Do you think Qrow knows?" Winter asked, biting her lip hard after 
saying it. Her eyelids were tied to Advils now, and it was a struggle to 
keep them open, "Should | tell him?" 


Amy looked at the ceiling, silently thinking, "If it turns out that Weiss 
is the mystery girl, which she might not be, and he doesn't know, 
then it's none of his business. It's between the two of them if 
anything starts, and it's up to them if they wanna say anything," Amy 
said, nodding her head in assurance. 


Winter smiled and nodded, her chin resting on Amy's shoulder. "They 
all deserve to be happy," Winter mumbled, her words drunkenly 
mushed together. 


"Couldn't have said it better myself," Amy said, looking down and 
seeing Winter's eye's firmly closed and her breathing slow and low. 


"Lightweight," Amy chuckled, finishing the rest of her drink in a single 
swallow. She set down the glass before taking Winters drink out of 
her limp hands and finishing that too. "I'll give you twenty minutes, 
then we gotta get you home, ok?" 


"Wei-as" Winter grumbled in her sleep, while Amy signaled the 
bartender for another round. 


"Don't worry, Weiss will be fine," Amy told her reassuringly, hoping 
that her words were true, and not just for tonight. 


Chapter 12 


The television blaring was Weissas sat on the couch, a spoonful of 
cereal in her mouth, Tiff and Jess scream were screaming at each 

other and tugging at the sleeves of a silk shirt. A groan came from 

the bathroom before the toilet flushed for the fourth time today. 


"Surviving?" Weiss called, still chewing. 
"| don't wanna answer that," Winter's voice was muffled by the door. 
"How much did you have to drink?" 


"Only a few drinks! Ugh, | was fine and then Amy was dragging me 
back home," Winter complained, turning on the sink and gargling the 
bitter taste from her mouth. Weiss finished the last of her cereal and 
started to drink the milk, she could feel the white mustache on her lip 
and she giggled. 


"She wasn't exactly dragging you, but she was definitely keeping you 
standing. Do you remember screaming that you were the Queen of 
floor eight up and down the halls?" She asked while walked over to 
put her dish in the sink 


"Did I?" Winter cried, the bathroom door flying open. Her skin was 
pale, and strands of sweaty hair stuck to her forehead. She was in 
jeans, a tee-shirt, and bare feet. It looked like even that was 
weighing her down. 


"Maybe," She smirked. 


"Wait- Weiss come on, did | or not?" Winter begged, clutching to her 
forehead like she keeping it from vibrating to pieces. Weiss gave her 
sister a devious smile and walked up to her sister, patting her 
comfortingly on the shoulder. 


"Ask the neighbors and find out," She winked, leaving Winter gaping 
at her. 


"Weiss, please, don't do this to your loving sister. | need to know if | 
can look Earl in the eye," She pleaded, reaching out as Weiss turned 
and walked towards her room. "Weiss," She called out, only hearing 
the sound of a closing door. 


"Hurry up, | don't wanna be late," Weiss called hearing Winter cry to 
herself before going to get ready in her own room. 


When Weiss got home last night she'd shoved her earbuds and cd 
payer under the bed, determined to go another day without music. 
Then, as the night started to fill her with doubt, she decided to put 
them in her music drawer for safekeeping. When she'd woken up 
this morning, feeling surprisingly well-rested, she'd moved them to 
her table. Not to take them with her or anything, but because she 
realized that she'd probably wanna listen to something when she got 
home. Now, she stood there biting her nails, resisting the urge to 
shove the player in her bag and rush out the door. 


"We'll leave when the coffee's done," Winter called, rummaging 
around the cupboards and clinking the glasses and mugs together 
as she searched on her tiptoes. 


Weiss grabbed the earbuds and twisted the cable around her 
fingers, loving the way the smooth plastic felt on her skin. "Is 
listening to music really that bad?" She asked herself, grabbing the 
cd player, warmth spread into her from simply holding it. Weiss 
walked to her drawer and pulled it open with her foot, eyes glittering 
as she looked over the names of the bands. 


But the warmth abandoned her just as quickly as it had come, 
leaving her feeling cold and empty. She touched the hard plastic of 
her cd's, but she wasn't paying attention to which one. She knew 
each one of these disks by heart, and could probably name each 
song. She could tell you how each of these songs made her feel, 
when the best parts of each of them were. But she couldn't name 


even one of her classmates before yesterday. Weiss wanted to cry at 
that moment. 


But as all moments do, it passed. Determination coursed through her 
veins she set down the earbuds and player in the drawer, shutting it 
with a hard kick. She turned and walked out the door with her head 
held high, ready to take on the day for the first time in a long time. 


However, it looked like the day had already punched Winter in the 
face. She was leaning against the front door with flip-flops on and 
sunglasses covering her bloodshot eyes, sipping a mug of coffee. 


"You're seeing clients like that?" 
"Why don't you ask the neighbors and find out?" Winter mocked. 
"Are you still on that?" Weiss questioned, grinning. 


"As a matter of fact, | am. And today's a paperwork day, thank God,” 
She breathed, rubbing her temples. 


"Good, why don't you take a nap while you're there? It'll do you some 
good." Weiss said, hearing an echo of her mother's voice, "and for 
your information, you weren't screaming through the halls last night," 
Weiss said as she walked through the door. 


"Oh thank-" 
"You were singing," Weiss laughed, running to the elevator. 
"Weiss!" she called out, smiling. 


As it turns out, Winter hadn't sung or screamed in the halls at all. 
Apparently, she'd tried helping Earl with his crosswords, only to pass 
out while leaning over his table though. He had explained it through 
lungfuls of laughter while Winter blushed and charged through the 
lobby, dragging Weiss after her. 


Now, Weiss was watching the city speed by out the window as some 
garbage melody was playing on the radio. 


"How did your meeting go yesterday?" Winter asked, snapping 
Weiss out of her thoughts. 


"Nothing interesting to report," Weiss said in a flat, rehearsed tone. 
"How about walking home? Anything interesting then" Winter 
pushed, not sure if Weiss had perked up at the question or if it had 
been her imagination. 


"Actually, something did happen," Weiss said, Winter did a double- 
take. 


"Really? What?" She asked, trying to keep her words from dripping 
with curiosity. 


"| saw a dog," Weiss smiled, twisting a lock of hair in her finger. 
"What breed?" 

"Oh, | have no idea," She shrugged, unconcerned. 

"Was it big or small?" 

"Yes," 

"Yes? What does that mean?" 

"It means that he was a small dog, but was still... Big," 

"You mean fat?" Winter laughed 


"| was trying to put it nicely," Weiss chuckled. That was when Winter 
noticed something odd. 


"Hey, where's your music?" 


"My what?" Weiss said far too quickly. 
"My cd player, did you lose it?" 


"Of course | wouldn't lose it!" Weiss laughed awkwardly, waving her 
arms in the air, trying to talk with her hands. 


"Good. Then where is it?" 
"It's in my music drawer," Weiss admitted quietly. 


"Any reason why? You always bring it to school," Winter asked 
concerned. The first thought that came into her mind was a bully. Her 
second thought was how long it would take her to storm into Ozpin's 
office, demanding to Know what parent she had to yell at. Her third 
thought? You could probably guess. 


"Just wanna try something new is all. | promised to try after all," 
Weiss said with a nervous smile, holding up her pinky. 


"Oh. Well, you don't have to do anything you don't want to," She 
assured her sister, but Weiss shook her head. 


"| know, but honestly... | wanna try," Weiss was talking softly, her 
words carried plenty of weight behind them. If there was one thing 
that was true about Schnee's, it's that they never backed down after 
their mind is made up. 


"| know I've been telling you this since the day you were born, but 
don't be afraid to ask if you need anything," Winter said sincerely, 
reaching over and rubbing her sister's arm lightly, glad when Weiss 
smiled. 


"I will, don't worry," Weiss nodded, having had this same 
conversation thousands of times in their lives already, with 
thousands more to come. 


"Good. Now, does this mean | can have the player back then?" 
Winter teased. 


"If today goes well then you can borrow it tomorrow," Weiss grinned, 
patting her sister's hand like a babysitter would do. 


"Really? That's so thoughtful, letting me borrow my cd player," 


"| thought so too," Weiss agreed, while Winter laughed, pulling into 
the school. 


"Same time as usual, right? Or am | gonna get a ton of random texts 
again?" Weiss asked as the car came to a smooth stop. 


"| thought you didn't get those?" Winter smirked, while Weiss felt her 
face redden like a tomato as she stuttered, trying to think ofa 
response. 


"Next time, | text back," Winter smiled, reaching across her sister 
and opening the door. Weiss nodded, defeated, stepping out of the 
car. "Have a good day, Love you!" Winter called as the door shut, 
driving away without waiting for Weiss to walk away. 


But when Weiss turned towards the school, her embarrassment 
melted away. She nodded to herself, then set off for the robotics 
room. 


-Authors Note- 


Hey everyone, | hope you're enjoying the story so far! I've really 
liked how it's been developing and | have a lot planned for this 
story, so | hope everyone keeps reading! If anyone has any 
comments, questions, or concerns, please leave a comment 
below (I read all of them). It always makes my day whenever | 
get a comment! See everyone next week! 


Chapter 13 


Weiss took a deep breath as she walked through the front doors of 
the school, trying to look like she owned the place, or at the very 
least like she was allowed to be there. Kids scattered around the 
cafeteria and the lockers in twos and threes, talking in hushed tones 
but laughing like nobody else was in the room. She couldn't care 
less about what they were laughing at as long as they weren't 
looking at her when they did. 


Weiss looked towards her locker, looking out for any flashes of 
yellow or purple, sighing when the only person in sight was a tall jock 
who had a slimy grin on his face. They locked eyes for a moment, he 
winked but Weiss pretended not to notice and sped down the art 
hallway. 


She stuck close to the wall, tracing her finger on the lines between 
the bricks. The brick was rough, but it relaxed her nonetheless. 
Within moments she was past the library and was standing among 
the paintings, oranges and purples dancing in the eyes of the girl on 
the wall. She lingered at the paintings, trying to take in the small 
details that the artist had snuck in the background. 


Weiss bit her lip and took a step away from the paintings, "Waiting 
isn't going to help," She said to herself before looking around, 
making sure she was by herself. Her hands felt clammy as she 
walked to the classroom door, half hoping that it was still locked. 
Then she'd have to wait till lunch to see Jaune, and then maybe she 
could wait till after school to meet-... 


"Stop talking," She groaned, grabbing the handle, trying to shut 
herself up. She held her breath as she tried the knob, grinning when 
it moved. 


The door creaked open, but everything was cast in shadows, with 
the only light coming from under the metal door leading to the shop. 


Weiss gulped, feeling in her stomach that she wasn't supposed to be 
here. Still, she persisted, grabbing the hem of her shirt and rushing 
through the darkness and towards the door. 


The chilled metal sent shivers up her back as she grabbed it, 
throwing the door open and getting blinded by the light of the shop. 
She knew it was coming after Nora's surprise yesterday, but it 
burned just as badly. 


The smell of oil and metal was thick in the air, making her nose 
wrinkle as patterns danced across her eyes. After a moment, she 
could make out that the room wasn't nearly as clean as she 
remembered it, which is saying something. The tables, which had 
tools and bits of wood on them yesterday, were covered with long 
pieces of metal, circuit boards, car batteries, and tools Weiss wasn't 
even sure how to hold. 


The whiteboard was cleared off, the list of super cool robot names 
was replaced by one word that was placed in the top right corner of 
the board: SuperBot . Written in the same signature handwriting that 
the list was, complete with flames. "Simple, " She smiled. 


In front of the board, where there had been a large open space 
yesterday, there were wooden boxes scattered around with no 
rhyme or reason. 


"Ruby?" Weiss called, hoping to see the girls red tipped hair. She 
heard something that sounded like a grunt coming from deeper in 
the room. Curious, Weiss followed the noise. 


She thought it might've been some people doing something... they 
shouldn't be, but it was way too quiet for that. She'd gotten used to 
hearing those awkward noises coming from distant halls, but the 
noises always built and got louder with time, these were much more 
consistent and low. She felt gross and like this school had corrupted 
her more than Winter ever could've feared. 


The back of the room was full of metal shelves that towered over her, 
filled with storage bins and boxes. Some of them were filled with 
parts, but others looked like they were bursting with decorations 
colored bright green and white sticking out of the boxes. "What're 
those for?" She wondered to herself as she turned a corner, seeing 
something she wasn't ready for. 


A man was balancing on the top of a ladder, holding a storage bin 
over his head with both hands like a superhero. He was breathing 
heavily, trying to step down the ladder, but his feet missed every 
time. 


He was dressed in jeans and a white button up, with messy black 
hair combed back and a five o'clock shadow despite the fact it wasn't 
even eight yet. He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, trying to 
turn towards her. 


"Grab this!" He yelled, face red and arms trembling. 
"M-me?" Weiss asked, taking a step back. 


"That's a rhetorical question, right?" He said in a strained voice, 
"Now, please," He said through gritted teeth. 


"Right- sorry," She said, rushing to the ladder. She started to climb, 
finding the metal was as flimsy as two toothpicks. 


"Here ya go," He breathed, heaving the box off of his shoulders and 
towards her. Weiss squeaked and closed her eyes, throwing up her 
arms in a weak defence and trying her best to balance on the thin 
rungs. 


When the box didn't crush her, she opened her eyes she saw the 
box slowly floating, "Eyes open," He grunted, his arms somehow not 
giving out as he kept the box in the air. 


She gulped, reaching out and grabbing the box out of his hand. Her 
arms trembled and her grip was loosening by the second. She 


awkwardly made her way down the ladder, triple checking her foot 
had found a rung before she moved. 


Soon enough though, she made it to the ground, the box pulling her 
forward until she set it down with a thud. 


"Good job," he breathed, rubbing his arms and sitting on the ladder 
while he caught his breath. Weiss nodded, gasping for air as she 
rested her hands on her knees. "Who are you? Not one of my 
classes, are you? | know you just helped me out, but I'm not about to 
give you extra credit," He explained, lazily waving his hand towards 
the door. 


"What? No, I'm not in any of your classes. I'm looking for Ruby?" 
She said, her throat raw and dry. 


He looked at her with wide eyes, looking her up and down, his eyes 
lingering on her scar."Right. You, uh, transferred a few months ago, 
right?" He said, his eyes suddenly elusive. 


"Yeah, but | don't think we've ever met, Mr...?" She left the question 
hanging in the air, impatiently waiting for them to get to Ruby. 


"Qrow's fine," he said standing up and grabbing the box, heaving it 
over it to the front of the room and dropping it by the whiteboard. 
"Shop teacher," 


"And robotics coach?" She probed, realizing Jaune had never given 
her the teachers name. 


"You could call me that," He shrugged, walking over to the tables and 
grabbing handfuls of tools and quickly putting everything where it 
was supposed to be. "Something | can do for you?" 


"Yes, do you know if Ruby's here? She helped me find something 
yesterday and | wanted to thank her," 


"Are you two friends?" he asked in a bored tone, looking at her scar 
again. 


"Not really. We talked for a second, but that's it. But being friends 
doesn't sound bad, | guess," Weiss answered awkwardly, blushing. 


"She's not here today. My guess is that she was up late last night 
playing games or something dumb," He chuckled. 


"Oh, thanks. I'll try and find her later then," Weiss sighed, feeling 
empty. 


"Want me to tell her you were looking for her?" 


"Actually, could you just keep it between us?" She asked, getting a 
small nod from him. 


"Weiss, | have a question for you," he said, stopping her before she 
turned towards the door. 


"Yeah?" She asked quietly, worried for some reason. 


"You're last name, it's Schnee, right?" He asked lightly, his eyes filled 
with an odd emotion Weiss couldn't place, but had seen it 
somewhere before. 


"Uh, yeah, it is," He nodded, turning and cleaning once more. Weiss 
felt odd, but left without saying anything else. 


"What a guy," She sighed as she walked into the light of the hallway 
and towards the nearest drinking fountain. 


"Wanna hear what the klutz did last night?" One girl snickered to 
another, both of them standing in front of the bathrooms. Weiss 
ignored them, gulping it down water by the mouthful. Their voices fell 
silent when the bathroom door opened, replaced by muffled laughter 
and comments. 


Weiss stood up, looking towards the girls, glad they weren't looking 
at her as they talked. Their eyes were down the hall where she'd 
come, where she saw the shadow of a girl disappear down the 
stairwell. Weiss had a bad feeling in her stomach, but ignored it, 
heading to the cafeteria. 


Weiss walked into the lunch room and saw that kids were already 
filling the halls. She started walking towards her first class, but then 
got the sudden urge to pick up something from her locker. And, you 
know, keep an eye out for a certain blonde. 


The kids were loud and annoying, the noise seemingly getting louder 
the closer she got to her locker, but at least the jock was nowhere to 
be seen. 


Weiss walked to her locker and put in the numbers with the flick of a 
wrist. But when the locker didn't open, she tried it one more time. 
"Not again," She swore, resting her head on the icy metal of the 
lockers. 


"Trouble yet again?" a warm voice joked, a light laugh at the end of 
the voice. Weiss looked up expecting to see Yang, but standing there 
with a confident smile and a hand on her hip was Blake. 


"Somehow," 
"You're fifty-six," 


"I- | am," Weiss sighed, taking a step to her left and putting in the 
numbers before the locker creaked open. Black laughed as she 
started twisting the dial on Yang's locker. The door popped, clearly 
unlocked, wouldn't open. So, Blake reached out and pulled with all 
her might, forcing the door free. 


The locker was even worse than yesterday, with two sweatshirts 
shoved in the small space, with wrappers, crumbs, papers, and any 
other assorted garbage you could think of forced there as well. 


"Pretty gross, isn't it?" Blake said, grabbing handfuls of wrappers and 
garbage and shoving them into a plastic bag she'd pulled out of thin 
air. 


"Disgusting," Weiss said, getting a laugh out of Blake. 


"Agreed. Her practices never run late, so | hardly ever get a chance 
to actually clean it," 


"Practice? What does she do?" 


"She kicks ass and takes names, or at least that's what she calls it. 
Us sane people call it boxing," Blake said, pulling out a baggie of half 
decomposed fruit that smelled like aged sewage and gagged. 


"Really? That sounds fun," Weiss said, watching as Blake worked 
quickly and efficiently, straightening up the books and nicknacks that 
Yang had scattered around. 


"For her it is, but it's a bit less fun for everyone else," 


"That's shocking, for some reason | got the impression Yang would 
be a great boxer," 


"Oh, she is. Doesn't make it fun though," Blake chuckled, before 
looking over Weiss's shoulder. "Looks like someone's looking for 
you," 


Weiss raised an eyebrow and turned around, finding none other than 
Pyrrha Nikos walking towards her with determination in her eye. 
‘Weiss, | have a favor to ask you!" She said with a bright smile on 
her lips that screamed, 'no isn't an answer,". 


Chapter 14 


Weiss stepped back as Pyrrha rushed forward in a frenzy, with 
everyone in the hallway backing up against the lockers with wide 
eyes. Her smile was pristine, with perfect white teeth and unyielding 
eyes that hooked Weiss to the ground. She stopped, mouth open 
and ready for whatever pitch she was about to make before noticing 
Blake standing there, "Is practice going late or something?" She 
asked, nodding to the bag at Blakes side. 


"Big match is coming up, so Port's really putting her through her 
paces," 


"After the last time can you really blame him?" 

"No, but | can blame her for keeping her locker this disgusting," 
Blake sighed, grabbing another handful of wrappers out of the locker 
with the tips of her fingers. 


"Her gym locker isn't much better, maybe you could clean that one 
too?" Pyrrha asked hopefully. 


"| would if | could, but we made a deal. '/ know where everything is, ' 
she says, but why does she need to know where all this garbage is?" 


"What kind of a deal?" Pyrrha raised an eyebrow. Blake was about to 
speak when her eyes found Weiss, and the sound awkwardly died in 
her throat. 


"Didn't you say you had something to ask Weiss?" Pyrrha blinked, 
and turned towards Weiss, looking at her like prey. 


"As a matter of fact | did have a teeny tiny favor | wanted to ask 
Weiss here," her voice sweet like honey as she talked. 


"Uh, what's up?" She stuttered, remembering that she could talk too. 


"Do you remember at lunch yesterday when you suggested Penny 
go to see the principal?" 


"About the math team posters?" Blake chimed in, surprising Weiss. 


"Yup, and she actually agreed to do it! Plus, someone really cool on 
the track team, but let's not name names," She winked, "got her an 
appointment with him at lunch," 


Weiss forced a smile, scratching her head awkwardly taking another 
step towards Blake, "That's cool | guess, but does this have anything 
to do with me?" Pyrrha's unflappable smile slipped for a moment, 
and a weak chuckle escaped her lips. 


"See, she agreed to go because | told her I'd go with her. But 
something important came up, and | can't get out of it," a bad feeling 
grew in Weiss's stomach the longer Pyrrha talked. "Do you think you 
could go with her instead?" 


"I- wait, what?" 


"It would only take a few minutes, | promise! Penny's gonna do all of 
the talking, she just really needs someone to give her some moral 
Support, you know?" 


"But why are you asking me? Why not someone on the actual math 
team?" 


"Because none of them have lunch with us. Besides, as cool as they 
are, none of them are exactly brave," She sighed, getting a nod of 
agreement from Blake. 


"| really don't think Penny wants a stranger going with her," she 
sputtered out, off-balance. 


"You know, some people say a stranger is just a friend you haven't 
made yet," Pyrrha smiled. 


"Pyrrha, that sounds like something a preachy kids show would say," 
Blake teased, still rummaging around the garbage dump that was 
Yang's locker. 


"| happen to love preachy kid's shows, so I'll take that as a 
compliment," Pyrrha said proudly, head held high. "So, what do you 
say?" She asked excitedly, but with a tremor in her voice. 


"Look, I'm not sure Penny wants me there that bad. Future friend or 
not, we've only talked a handful of times," 


"Then that'll be a good opportunity for you two to bond!" 


Weiss stood there, her mouth gaping open as she finally understood 
what was going on here. Just like she thought, Pyrrha wasn't going 
to leave until she got the answer she was looking for. 


"I'll ask her after class, ok?" Weiss relented, watching Pyrrha light 
up. 


"Great! I'm sure she'll say yes!" She grinned, wrapping Weiss in a 
hug. "Blake, you might wanna toss that, she's coming," she said ina 
hurry. 


Weiss turned around as soon as Pyrrha released her, seeing the 
blonde boxer strolling towards her locker, a bright smile on her face 
as she looked down at her phone, fingers typing and her hair wet 
and tied back in a loose ponytail 


"Shit," Blake said, kicking Yang's locker closed and looking around in 
a flurry for the nearest trash can. But Yang rounded the corner, 
looking up and grinning as soon as she spotted the black-haired girl. 


"Blake? What're you doing here? Get my text already? Yang 
wondered, confused as she slid her phone in her pocket. 


"Trying to surprise you?" Blake smiled nervously, hiding the garbage 
bag behind her back. 


"Awww!" Yang sang, running up and wrapping Blake in a hug picking 
her up like she was a doll. But there was the unmistakable rustling of 
plastic as she was lifted in the air that not even Yang could miss. 
"You didn't." 


"Yang, it was gross," Blake said soothingly, reaching out and rubbing 
her hand up and down Yang's arm. 


"Blaaaake!" 

"It was bad!" 

"It wasn't that bad!" 

"It was pretty bad, Yang, sorry," Pyrrha spoke up. Yang looked at the 
redhead like she'd been betrayed, then looked like someone had just 
insulted her when she saw Weiss standing there. 

"Ok, | didn't think it was that bad then," Yang corrected, smiling 
before it fell away. She turned back to Blake, but her eyes kept 
flicking to Weiss. 


“Everything ok?" Blake asked, the argument forgotten. 


"Uh, yeah, just wish you hadn't..." But she stopped talking and 
grabbed Blakes hand gently. "Hey, can we go somewhere private?" 


"Course," Blake said reassuringly, reaching up and giving yang a 
quick kiss on the cheek. Blake was happy when Yang cracked a 
smile. "See you guys," Blake looked at Weiss and smiled before 
pulling Yang down the hall. 


"What was that about?" Weiss wondered as soon as the two of them 
had disappeared down a stairwell. 


"Not sure, Yang's usually a lot louder when Blake cleans," 


"She gets that mad?" 


"Mad? No, just loud. She does it because Blake babies her after," 
She chuckled, and Weiss joined in. But in the back of her mind, she 
had to wonder if she'd done anything wrong? Why had Yang seemed 
so off after seeing her? 


"So this sort of thing happens a lot?" 
"Ooh, about once a month," 


"Huh," Weiss said, wondering how many times she'd walked right 
past them as they did this ritual. 


"Wanna walk to class together, or do you have to go see another 
teacher?" Pyrrha teased, while Weiss blushed, knowing she'd been 
caught. More accurately, Pyrrha had probably never bought it. 


"That sounds nice," she said honestly, though the butterflies in her 
stomach were starting to wake up. 


"Good," Pyrrha nodded, walking down the hall and leaving Weiss 
racing to catch up. "So, how's your day going so far?" 


"My day?" Weiss repeated, the words sounding odd on her tongue. "I 
didn't really do much. Woke up, did some homework, watched some 
Real Housewives, then came to school," she said, leaving out the 
parts involving her hungover sister and meeting Qrow. 


"Wait, you watch Real Housewives ?" Pyrrha asked, sounding 
astonished. 


"| mean, yeah. But it's not like | watch it all the time or anything," 
Weiss sputtered, suddenly feeling embarrassed. 


"Never took you for that type of girl," She said as they made it to the 
main stairs. Students were all around them now, everyone talking 
over everyone else as per usual, but it bothered her less than it did 
yesterday. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"| Know someone else who loves reality tv, but you two aren't exactly 
alike," 


"Wait, who else do you know?" Weiss questioned, her heart beating 
fast. Maybe there was someone else out these other than Amy she 
could talk to about her shows? 


"Can't say, | swore to keep it a secret till my dying day," She held up 
her hand like she was swearing in at court. "And unless | want that 
day to come a lot quicker, | shouldn't say anything," She chuckled, a 
light smile on her face and Weiss couldn't help but smile too. 


"How about you? How's your day been?" Weiss asked awkwardly, 
the words sticking to the roof of her mouth like peanut butter. 


"Not bad. Woke up at five, had morning practice, showered, did 
some homework, pulled some strings, and then | started looking all 
over the school for you," 


"You really want me to go with Penny, don't you?" 

"Yeah, | really do," Pyrrha said, no hesitation in her voice. 

The classroom door was in sight now, and there were already a few 
kids standing and waiting for Oobleck. "Is Penny there?" Weiss 


wondered, looking out for the girl's puffy red hair. 


"Not sure," Pyrrha said, the two of them scanning the halls. "Wait," 
She said, pointing to the lockers on the other side of the hall. It took 
a second for Weiss to see it, but Penny was 


Sitting on the other side of a group of lockers by the class. 

Weiss wasn't sure if she was hiding, sitting, or just relaxing, but 
Pyrrha didn't look concerned, so she didn't overthink it. "Wanna take 
a seat while we wait?" Pyrrha offered, nodding over to Penny 


"I'd love to," Weiss beamed, walking with Pyrrha over to Penny, 
ready to join her. Hopefully, Penny wouldn't run off this time. 


Chapter 15 


"Pyrrha, you can't be serious!" Penny cried as the three of them 
walked down the crowded halls, Ooblecks class long behind them. 
"You promised me, you used your pinky and everything!" Weiss 
wasn't sure if Penny was about to cry or punch Pyrrha in the face, 
but either way she was keeping her distance. 


"| said | was sorry! It's not like | can control when the coach wants to 
talk to me!" She explained in a panic. Whatever reaction she'd been 
expecting, this wasn't it. "But the good news is that Weiss said she'd 
go with you!" 


"What?" said Penny and Weiss at the same time, equally shocked. 
"Yeah! Isn't that right, Weiss?" Pyrrha asked, her eyes pleading. 


"Uh, yeah. She asked me before class, and | said sure," Weiss said, 
surprising herself by going along with the jock. 


Penny looked between the two of them, scanning both of their faces 
like some sort of computer. Then, a deep frown grew on her face and 
she looked at Pyrrha so intensely the girl flinched. "No offense, 
Weiss, but why did you ask Weiss to come? She's not even on the 
math team! Why didn't you ask Ren?" 


"He doesn't have lunch with us," Pyrrha defended, and Penny 
smacked her forehead. 


"Yes we do, Pyrrha! He eats in the robotics room," Penny grumbled, 
pulling out her phone, her thumbs moving a mile a minute. 


"We do? | must've forgotten," She laughed, discreetly pulling out her 
own phone while she bit her lip, "What're you doing?" 


"Texting Ren, maybe he's got some time to spare," Penny said 
doubtfully,vefore she stopped and looked at Weiss sadly. "I'm sorry, 


Weiss, Pyrrha shouldn't have asked you to come, that wasn't fair," 


"No, it's fine. The principle is really nice, so | wouldn't mind going to 
see him. Can't say I'll be much help with negotiations though," she 
laughed shyly. Penny took a breath and looked down at her phone. 


"If Ren can't come, would you mind coming? You don't have to if you 
don't want to, but | guess it would be nice to have someone else 
there," she said hesitantly, her fingers stalled. 


"| don't mind, not at all," Weiss assured her, smiling confidently 
despite how uneasy her stomach felt. Penny looked down at her 
phone and grinned as she typed. 


"Thanks, I'll let you know at lunch," she said quietly, almost getting 
washed out by the echoes of countless other conversations in the 
halls. 


"Why don't you give her your phone number? Then you can text her 
in class. Actually, do you mind if | get your number too, Weiss? I'll 
make a group chat!" Pyrrha grinned, fingers already moving. 


"Oh, sure," Weiss said as she grabbed her phone out of her pocket, 
unlocking it and staring at the home screen. 


"What's your number?" Pyrrha asked expectantly. 


"Um... I'm not really sure," Weiss admitted, looking down at the hunk 
of plastic and glass in her hand, "I don't really use this thing much," 


"Pff, no kidding. Here, let me see," Penny chuckled, grabbing it out 
of Weiss's hands. 


"| know my sister's number, but that's about it," 
"Well | Know some people that don't have any number memorized, 


so that's not terrible," Pyrrha said reassuringly, which helped Weiss 
feel slightly less weird. 


"Setting, Systems, about, and there it is," Penny said 
absentmindedly as she tapped on screens that Weiss had never 
explored before. 


"Lemme see," Pyrrha grinned, squishing into Penny to get a better 
look at Weiss's number. 


"It's really not that big of a deal, you guys can take your time,” Weiss 
laughed as the three of them started ascending the main stairs. Her 
shoes stuck to the stained plastic that made up the stairs, sending a 
shiver go down her spine after every step she took. 


"| disagree, new friends are a very big deal," Pyrrha said ina 
motherly tone. 


"I'm guessing you don't know how to add contacts?" Penny was 
looking at her with a distant sparkle of hope in her eyes. 


"I'm guessing it's in the contact thing?" Weiss said, blushing while 
Penny gaped at her. 


"Guess I'll just go ahead and add us then," Penny sighed, a smile 
glued to her face as she typed. 


"Good idea," Pyrrha laughed, patting Weiss on the shoulder as she 
groaned. Penny locked the phone and handed it to Weiss, who took 
it, holding it gently like it was made of glass. 


"Thanks," Weiss said as she carefully put it back in her pocket, her 
heart beating quickly, but she wasn't sure if it was nerves or 
excitement. Penny reached a hand into her backpack, shimmering 
her hand around until it came out holding a green pen and a scrap of 
paper. 


"Here's your number, don't give it around to any weirdo's, ok?" 
Penny joked as she wrote a string of numbers, handing the paper 
over when she was done. Weiss looked, making a mental effort to 
memorize it when she got the chance as she slid it into her pocket. 


"She just gave her number to us though," Pyrrha pointed out as she 
got to the top of the stairs and walking to the lockers, dodging 
around students. 


"Well, we aren't weirdos," Penny said loudly, drawing a couple of 
side glances, but nobody said a word. 


"| mean, isn't everyone sort of a weirdo? Isn't there a saying about 
that? People who don't claim to be weirdos are the biggest weirdos?" 


"Liars?" Penny corrected. 


"No I'm not, | swear there's a saying like that," Pyrrha said, putting 
her hands on her hips. Penny looked at Weiss, her hope was long 
gone. "Wait, you meant... the saying's about liars, isn't it?" Pyrrha 
said quietly, before the three of them started gasping with laughter. 
They had to move to the lockers to keep from blocking up the hall. 


The three of them tried to talk, but none of them could form anything 
close to words between the laughs. Now people were looking at 
them as they passed by, and Weiss felt the laughs slowly start to 
drain out of her until she was standing there breathing heavily. The 
other two eventually calmed down, with Pyrrha using her sleeve to 
dry her eyes. 


Pyrrha stood up tall and looked around, her smile turning concerned. 
"Weird, Yang's usually fawning over Blake by her locker now," 
looking up and down the hall. Weiss looked at her locker, curious. 
Was Yang mad at her? 


She sighed and looked at Penny, who was looking at the growing 
line at the dance table, the same brown haired girl was there today 
too. She was talking quickly and had a winning smile on her face as 
she wrote in three different binders. 


"| should get going," Weiss said, looking at the clock looking over 
their heads. 


"Same, good luck if | don't see you at lunch!" Pyrrha waved as she 
walked away, a skip in her step. 


"Sorry about her, she doesn't really take no for an answer," Penny 
apologized, blushing. 


"Yeah, that was sort of the impression | got off her," 
"But she means well, and she tries her best to help," 


"Yeah, | sort of felt that too," Weiss smiled, "She seems really nice," 
Weiss complimented, and Penny nodded. 


"She is. She can be a bit much, but she's a great friend," Penny said 
looking off at the red dot down the far hall that was Pyrrha. "I'll see 
you at lunch," She said suddenly, her face red as she turned and 
started walking down the hall. 


"See ya," Weiss called, getting an over the shoulder wave from her 
before she too was a dot in the crowd. 


Weiss let out a breath and felt her Knees go a little weak, but her 
smile held strong. She touched the edge of her phone, double 
checking she hadn't dropped it somewhere on the walk. Weird, she'd 
never cared about losing it before now. 


She stood tall and headed to her slog of a math class, passing by 
the ticket booth, seeing that the dance was coming up quick. It would 
be next Friday before she knew it. But like yesterday, she walked by 
it without even thinking about getting in line. 


She walked into her mostly empty classroom and saw her teacher 
had written something on the board. She stopped and read it, but it 
wasn't anything important, so she ignored it, and thought about what 
she was going to doodle that day. She started walking towards her 
seat when she heard a heavy slam in the back of the class. 


She looked, more out of reaction than curiosity. There was only a few 
kids scattered around the room, but in the back of the class there 
was a book lying facedown on the ground while a pair of arms flailed 
in the air like there was still a chance they could catch the book. 


The interesting part though, was that connected to those arms was a 
head of black and red hair, cut short and belonging to none other 
than... "Ruby?" 


Chapter 16 


Ruby froze like a deer in headlights, turning from left to right like she 
was looking for an escape. Then, she looked at the book that was 
lying on the ground before slowly picking it up and setting it carefully 
on her desk. Weiss felt like she was in the middle of a dream as 
Ruby lined up the book so it was perfectly flush with the edge of her 
desk. 


"Hi," Ruby said awkwardly and suddenly, snapping Weiss out of her 
thoughts. 


"Do we have the same math class?" Weiss said just as suddenly, 
knowing her brain wouldn't stop buzzing until she figured out what 
was going on. 


"Ya know, | had a hunch you'd never noticed me before, guess | was 
right," Ruby said with a half smile, her fingers running up and down 
the book's cover. 


"That's about right," Weiss said sadly, her conversation with Jaune 
and everyone else at lunch fresh in her mind. It was one thing for 
Weiss not to pay attention to classes, clubs, or strangers in the hall, 
she could accept that. But getting told you didn't recognize a girl 
you'd been going to class with for months? That worried her. 


But when Weiss saw the confused look on Ruby's face, she realized 
exactly what she said. 


"Wait, no! That came out wrong, very wrong! | just meant that, well, | 
guess | never really pay attention to anyone. Wow, that sounds bad. 
Sorry, I'm not exactly the best with people," Weiss said in a flurry, 
giving up on ever getting her foot out of her mouth. 


But Ruby took one look at Weiss's panicked face and started to 
giggle, "It's fine, you're always listening to music or drawing, so it's 


not really a shocker. Don't worry about it" Ruby said, and Weiss 
blushed. 


"Is it that obvious that | don't pay attention?" Weiss asked, her face 
getting redder by the second. 


"You're the only one other than me who doesn't scribble notes all 
class, so yeah," Ruby teased, her silver eyes sparkling in the light. 
"But you have to do good on the tests, right? Or else the teacher 
wouldn't let you goof off," 


"| do ok, nothing too good," Weiss said, not sure when the last time 
she'd gotten anything less than a B+. "I never thought of it like that 
though, do you really think that's why she lets me draw?" Weiss said, 
guilt growing in her belly. 


"That's what she does with me, so probably," Ruby laughed, getting 
a smile from the white haired girl. 


"It makes me feel better knowing I'm not the only one who doesn't 
listen," 


"Oh, we definitely aren't the only people that don't listen. But we are 
the only two who are allowed to," Ruby said with a grin as she 
leaned back in her chair. 


"| guess that's-" But then Weiss froze. Quickly and silently Weiss 
pounced on her backpack, ripping into it until she pulled out folded 
up sheep of paper. She started to unfold it, and Ruby looked like she 
was getting a shade paler with every fold Weiss Made. In her hands, 
was the picture of the horse she'd drawn in class yesterday. 


"You took this from the recycling bin, didn't you?" Weiss said with a 
steely voice, sounding more like an accusation than she intended. 


Ruby had the same deer in headlights look as she blushed furiously, 
eyes stuck to the floor like a child that had been caught in the middle 


of acrime. "I... ok, | did. Please don't be mad! It was so good, and 
you spent so much time on it!" 


"Hold on, you watched me draw it?" 


"l- ugh, yes. You aren't the only one in class who gets bored, ok?" 
Ruby admitted, her cheeks so red that it looked like makeup. She 
took a long breath before continuing, her hand on her chest like she 
was trying to calm her heart. "It's a really nice drawing, and | didn't 
wanna see it go to waste, ya know? I'm sorry, | shouldn't have taken 
it." She said slowly, head hung low. 


Weiss paused, and for the first time really looked at the girl sitting 
infront of her. Their talk on the street had been brief, so Weiss hadn't 
noticed how young the girl looked. Ruby was fifteen or sixteen with a 
face that looked like it was still clinging to the last of its baby fat. 


She had a small frame but she looked well toned, with arms that 
looked surprisingly sturdy. Her hair was short and messy, like she'd 
rushed comb through it as she was running out the door. After what 
Qrow said, she wouldn't be shocked if that was exactly what 
happened. Most of her hair was black, but the tips were a cherry red. 


Her eyes were round and childish, but were a brilliant silver that 
reminded her of a sea of liquid metal. They had a magnetic effect, 
and even though Ruby's eyes were looking at the stained carpeting, 
Weiss couldn't look away. 


"You liked it that much?" Weiss heard herself say, not sure when that 
thought had entered her mind. Ruby looked up from the floor, 
nodding. 


"| didn't think you'd miss it considering it was in the trash, but | still 
should've left it," Ruby said, her words heavy with guilt. 


"| don't mind. | was shocked when | found it on the street yesterday, | 
spent all night thinking about how you got it." Weiss admitted, setting 
the drawing on Ruby's desk. 


"That's where it was? | tore my house apart this morning trying to 
find it! | thought my sister had taken it or something. Huh, | might 
have to apologize for biting her," Ruby said like it was an 
afterthought as Weiss giggled. 


"I'd say you definitely need to apologize," Weiss said while she 
laughed, "You can have it if you want, but it's really not that good," 


"Really?" Ruby said excitedly, but then she raised her eyebrows. 
"You don't think it looks good?" Ruby said curiously, looking at the 
horse with it's sloppy lines, eraser marks, and different sized eyes, 


"To put it mildly? It looks terrible," 


"Maybe you just aren't a fan of your own art. | love how strong it 
looks while it runs, and the line work is really nice. Plus, ya know, it's 
cute," 


"You think It looks strong and cute? Can something even look strong 
and cute at the same time?" Weiss said curiously, leaning over 
Ruby's desk to get a better look at the drawing. She looked at the 
lines, trying to see what Ruby saw. "It doesn't look cute or strong at 
all," Weiss sighed, feeling like missed seeing a shooting star dance 
across the sky. 


"Of course it does, and something can totally look cute and strong! 
How else would you describe a horse?" 


"Horses are strong, and | guess they are pretty cute. Huh, maybe 
you have a point," Weiss admitted, causing Ruby to grin like she'd 
won something, "Plus this can sort of be like payment for you finding 
my earbuds," 


"Oh yeah, weren't you supposed to come by the robotics room after 
school? Or was Jaune messing with me?" 


"No, Jaune told you the truth. I'm sorry about that, | hope you didn't 
have to wait too long, something came up with my sister and | had to 


leave. | don't have Jaune's number, so | couldn't really tell him," 
Weiss said with a deep frown. 


"| had to be there anyway, so it wasn't exactly a hassle," Ruby 
chuckled, making Weiss feel better yet again. 


"It was so weird though! | thought | heard some music or something 
yesterday while | was working, but when | went to look they were 
dangling on the door handle. | looked around but nobody was there. 
Lucky Jaune told me that you came looking for them, they were 
dangling on the door handle and | had no idea whose they were," 


"Really? That's weird," Weiss said awkwardly, hoping she didn't ask 
why they were there. 


Ruby started tapping her fingers on her desk, a thoughtful look on 
her face. Then. her silver eyes grew wide and her head snapped to 
Weiss, "Hold on, were you watching me work yesterday?" Ruby said 
loudly, getting several looks from the kids sitting around them. 


Weiss gaped at her, face red as Ruby's hair. "I wasn't watching you!" 
Weiss whispered, trying to be even slightly private. "I got to school 
early and was walking around. | saw a light and was curious, ok? | 
got close, my earbuds got tangled, and when | left they got stuck. 
That's it, end of story," 


"Oh, that's it? Why didn't you say hi or something? Maybe | could've 
shown you what | was doing," Ruby said with an excited glint in her 
eye. 


Weiss on the other hand felt embarrassment swirl around in her 
stomach, "I saw you were working and | didn't wanna bug you," 


"What, with talking? Why would that bug me? Besides, if | was busy | 
wouldn't have left the door open," Ruby chuckled, and Weiss felt 
dumber than ever for staying silent. 


"Wait, where'd you go then? The hallway was empty when | looked," 


"| went down the stairwell," She said, not mentioning the fact that 
she ran away like the wind. 


"Well, if you'd waited, | would've..." Ruby's voice slowly stopped as 
her eyes moved across the room behind Weiss, a sour expression 
on her face. 


Weiss turned and saw that the class was almost full, and there were 
sets of eyes glaring at them, quietly whispering among themselves. 


There was one girl in the front row who had just sat down. She had 
tan skin, brown eyes, and deep green hair that looked freshly dyed. 
The girl was staring right at Ruby, and Ruby was staring right back. 
Then, ruby sighed and looked at her desk. 


She turned back to Ruby, feeling her heart beating faster as she felt 
her back tingle with their stares. Ruby wasn't smiling anymore, 
instead she looked uneasy, like she was getting ready for someone 
in the room was about to yell. 


"What were you about to say Ruby?" Weiss said, forcing herself to 
breath deeply, trying her best to ignore the class. 


"Weiss, class is about to start, maybe you should go back to your 
seat?" She said softly, like she was afraid of Someone overhearing 
them. 


"That's probably a good idea. But do you think it would be ok if we 
talked after class or something? Maybe you could show me what you 
were working on?" Weiss said hopefully. The words sounded bold 
and daring in her head, but they came out between stutters and 
tasted bitter on her tongue. Still, she was glad she said them. 


Ruby perked up, and Weiss felt her heart stop as she waited. But 
when Ruby started to shrink away, like she was deflating. "Weiss... | 
don't think that's a good idea. The teacher just walked in, I'll talk to 
you later, ok?" She said in a flat tone, her smile long gone as the 
teacher walked in the door. 


"Yeah, I'll talk to you after class, ok?" Weiss said, and Ruby gave a 
small nod before looking down at her book, ignoring Weiss. 


Weiss stood up slowly, and could see almost all of her classmates 
eyes on her, but she couldn't care less. 


When Weiss walked towards her desk, she couldn't help but turn and 
get one more look at Ruby. She wasn't sure if anyone else in the 
class noticed, but Ruby's silver eyes, which had been so bright and 
lively, looked dull and dead as Weiss walked away. 


Chapter 17 


-Authors Note- 


So I checked the website this morning and apparently it didn't 
upload last weeks chapter. To make up for it you guys are 
getting two chapters this week! So so so sorry about this, I'll try 
my best to make sure | don't miss another week like that. Enjoy! 


Weiss's foot bounced while she was at her desk, watching the ticking 
hands of the clock count down the last minutes of class. The teacher 
was going on and on about triangles, but Weiss couldn't have cared 
less. The urge to turn around and look at Ruby was gnawing at her, 
keeping her mind away from anything else, just like it had the entire 
class. 


| Wonder if Ruby's this bored, Weiss thought as she looked down at 
the blank sheet of paper on her desk, pencil in hand. Half ideas 
floated in her head, but she couldn't find it in her to draw. | wonder if 
Ruby's watching me, maybe she thinks it's weird I'm not drawing? 
She wondered, finding it hard to breathe when she thought about the 


girl. 


She jumped when her phone buzzed in her pocket, her knee 
shooting up and ramming into the side of her desk. Her bit her lip, 
never letting out more than a whimper. Weiss rubbed her knee, and 
saw that the teacher hadn't skipped a beat and was still talking at the 
board. The students around her were scribbling lazily, nobody even 
looking at her. 


Weiss pulled out her phone slowly, trying to be as inconspicuous as 
possible. Some people might find that challenging, but Weiss was a 
pro at not being noticed. 


Ren said he couldn't do it, still wanna come, Weiss? 


She couldn't help but smile at the simple message, and her thumbs 
moving like the wind before she knew what hit her. 


Told you he was busy! Pyrrha said, beating Weiss to the punch by a 
fraction of a second. 


I'd love to, Weiss typed, double checking that it was spelled right. 


Meet and the lunch table then head to the office? And yeah, yeah, 
Pyrrha, whatever. Penny replied, getting a chuckle from Weiss. 


Perfect! Ur welcome u 2, c u I[8r! Pyrrha sent, and Weiss giggled 
quietly so nobody would hear her over the scratching of their pencils. 


Sounds good, Weiss hit the send button right as the bell rang out, 
shoving it in her pocket as the kids seemed to wake up. 


All at once the students started grabbing their binders and 
backpacks before standing up, the room suddenly booming with 
voices. "Read chapter twelve before next week!" The teacher 
uselessly cried over the crowd, hoping that someone had heard her. 


Weiss finally let herself scratch the itch she'd had all class and 
turned to look at Ruby, but the girl was already standing. She had 
her head down with her hands buried in her pockets, and was 
moving like the wind to the door. Without missing a beat, Weiss had 
thrown her backpack on and was moving to the door. As she tried to 
intercept the girl, it dawned on her that Ruby was taller than her. 
Only by an ince, but still. 


"Hey, Ruby," Weiss said politely, grabbing her shoulder before the 
girl could make it through the door. But when she touched her, Ruby 
flinched like she'd been burned and threw Weiss's hand off of her 
shoulder. 


Weiss took a quick step back, pulling her hand to her chest, not sure 
what she'd done wrong. The class was almost silent now, with only a 
few people in the back still joking around. Everyone else was looking 


between the two girls, like something was about to happen, but 
nobody was quite sure what. 


Ruby turned, her eyes still a dull gray instead of vibrant silver. She 
had a smile on her face, but it was fake and forced, and it felt wrong 
seeing it on her. "Weiss, | gotta run, but I'll see you later, ok?" 


She said it politely and flatly, not even waiting for Weiss to respond 
before turning and rushing out of the class. Weiss stood shell 
shocked as she tried to digest exactly what had happened, a soft 
whispering spread through the class as they watched her. 


Then, the girl in the front, who was sporting the green hair, started 
laughing like someone had whispered a joke in her ear. 


"Is something funny?" Weiss asked, as she turned towards the girl, 
her hands balled into fists. Her heart was pounding in her chest and 
all she wanted to do was find somewhere to be alone, but something 
about this girl's laugh... It pissed her off. 


She was only sitting a few seats away, a thin smile on her face, "Not 
at all, just thought of something funny is all," her words were dripping 
with confidence, but Weiss could see that none of it was earned. 


"Really? Care to share?" Weiss questioned, crossing her arms and 
looking at her with the same unflinching eyes her father had shown 
her So many times. 


"| would, but you already know the punchline," the girl laughed, eying 
the doorway and getting a chuckle from the class. 


Weiss felt her blood boil. She might not have known Ruby for that 
long, or really know her at all, but to call her a punchline? That was 
just mean. Weiss thought about saying how her green hair looked 
like something you'd find on the bottom of your shoe, she also 
thought about punching the girl. 


But one look at her condescending face and smug eyes and Weiss 
saw that it wouldn't matter. Nothing she'd say here would matter, and 
it wouldn't change how this girl thought of her or Ruby. So, she didn't 
say anything. Instead, she turned and walked away, hearing the girls 
laugh echo behind her as she walked down the hall. 


Weiss was breathing hard as she left the class, not remembering the 
last time she'd been this heated. Her heartbeat was in her ears and 
she could feel a blush on her cheeks, and for once it didn't have 
anything to do with being embarrassed. The halls were loud, but it 
helped drown out all of the things she was yelling in her head. 


The table for dance tickets was as long as ever as she walked by, 
and she couldn't help herself as she looked down the line, finding no 
shortage of smiling faces, plenty of which were holding hands. 


Weiss kept her distance as she walked past the line, but noticed the 
same girl who was standing at the table yesterday looking at her. Not 
glaring at her like the green haired chick, just smiling. 


The ticket girl waved towards Weiss, who returned the gesture 
awkwardly, half way convinced that the ticket girl was looking at 
someone else. But when Weiss waved back, the girl lit up and 
grinned before talking to the next person in line. 


Weiss wasn't sure if the girl wanted to talk or something, she'd never 
talked to this girl before in her life after all. But that didn't matter 
because someone was expecting her, so Weiss walked away from 
the booth, though curiosity still lingered. 


The lunchroom was flooding with kids, but she was getting used to 
the booming voices and shrieks that came from all around her. She 
dodged around lunch trays and stray feet, but managed to avoid 
tripping the whole way to her table. 


Weiss turned towards her locker, looking for any sign of the blonde 
boxer, and seeing nothing. It could've been her imagination that 
something was up, it's not like she'd ever looked for Yang during 


lunch before today. Maybe she never showed up at this time? Still, 
Weiss couldn't shake an uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach that 
something was wrong. 


"Hey, Weiss," Penny said softly as she set her lunch box on the other 
side of the table. 


"Hey Penny," Weiss said courteously, "Did Pyrrha already leave?" 
her eyes searching for Penny's taller companion. 


"Yup, she said that her coach needs her to help him out set up 
something for the freshman team. I'm not sure why she's gotta do it 
right now, they aren't practicing until later," Penny grumbled, while 
pulling out a sandwich from her lunch. 


"I'm sure the coach is just busy, it happens," Weiss shrugged, not 
bothering to open her lunch after losing her appetite in math. "So 
what's the plan for the meeting? Do you want me to do... 
something?" 


Penny shook her head, "Don't worry, I'll do all of the talking. But if | 
start to freeze up just shake me a little something, ok? | might have a 
tinny case of stage fright, " She chuckled nervously, and Weiss 
wasn't sure if she was joking. 


"Really? It's never bothered me. At least, sometimes it doesn't bother 
me," 


"How does talking in front of tons of people not terrify you? All of 
their eyes judging you and stuff, it's scary!" Penny said, blushing. 


"My father deals with a lot of people, and he usually had me talk to a 
lot of them. As long as it's business, | couldn't care less," Weiss 
explained, not saying that dealing with anyone her own age is scarier 
than one of Winter's horror movies. 


"Lucky, | wish | was that confident," Penny sighed, looking at the 
table. 


"| wouldn't exactly say it's confidence, it's more like I just don't care. 
You're captain of the math team though, that takes confidence," She 
elaborated, glad when Penny looked up at her smiling. 


"It was pretty nerve wracking when | got voted in, but | survived. At 
least | have up to now," Penny joked, and both girls laughed. 


"I think you'll be fine, captain," Weiss saluted, blushing when her 
stomach started to growl. 


"We've got some time before the meeting, more than enough time to 
eat," Penny told her before taking a bite of her sandwich. Food didn't 
sound good, but she heard the faint echo of her sister's voice in the 
back of her mind. 


"Probably a good idea," Weiss said honestly as she dug into her 
lunch, almost as voracious as Pyrrha. Silence started to grow 
between the two, creaking further in with every passing second. But 
before it could taint the air, Weiss spoke. "How'd you get into math?" 


The question came from nowhere, just the sound of someone 
screaming some curse word from across the lunch room, but 
Penny's eyes lit up. 


"It might seem weird, but | actually hated math at first. | was terrible 
at it too, but after awhile my mom started to sit me down and go 
through it all one step at a time,” 


"And you learned to like it?" Weiss asked, curious. 


"Close. | hated it about ten times as much," They laughed, "But 
sooner or later my dad started helping me, and that's when it got 
fun," Penny smiled, taking another bite. 


Surprisingly, neither of them let the conversation die after that. They 
ate, joked, and laughed like the rest of the lunchroom wasn't there. 
Then, before they knew it, they were walking to the meeting. 


-Authors Note- 


Merry Christmas everyone! How's everyone liking the story so 
far? Any comments or questions or anything? I love reading the 
comments, so don't be afraid to say anything! 


Either way, | hope everyone's been doing good and enjoying the 
holidays, because | think everyone's earned some rest after this 
year. See you guys next week for the first chapter in 2021! 


Chapter 18 


The waiting area for the main office was lined with chairs that looked 
out at the cafeteria, which was still bustling with noisy kids. There 
was a reception desk in the middle of the room, with one smiling 
blonde secretary typing on her computer. The desk was covered by 
stacks of yellow, pink, and green forms, like the bright colors were 
supposed to make paperwork more interesting. 


Behind the desk was a hallway that had one door on the right side 
before splitting off to the left and right, and after that Weiss had no 
idea, for all she knew those hallways could've gone on forever. 


There were also an ungodly amount of inspirational posters hanging 
on the walls. Cats in trees, people running on mountains, eagles, 
they were all there and more, each one in a frame like they were 
something to be proud of. 


"I'm not sure if | can do this," Penny muttered, her hands clenched 
into white knuckled fists, her breathing hard and fast. 


"You'll be fine. Like you said, you know what to say," Weiss assured 
her, but Penny ignored her, her eyes wide and unfocused. Weiss 
started to reach up, but stopped when she remembered what 
happened in math. 


"Did | say that? Why would | say that? | have no idea what to say!" 


"You did say that, and you said it because it's true," Weiss said, 
turning in her chair so she was facing Penny. 


"It is? Because it doesn't feel like it," 
"How could it not be, you're the Captain of the Math Team. Do mea 


favor and turn towards me, ok?" Weiss said calmly, waiting as Penny 
moved slowly and carefully, like she was made of rock. 


"Good, now breath in," Weiss said in a calm voice, putting her hand 
by her belly and slowly moving it up as she filled her lungs. "Then, 
out," she said as she exhaled, bringing her hand back down. 


Penny watched the hand move up and down as Weiss breathed, 
mesmerized. As if in a trance Penny started to breath slowly, 
matching Weiss. They kept going like that until the redhead wasn't 
gasping for air and her eyes had lost their panicked tinge. 


"Now, | need to relax your shoulders," 
"My shoulders?" 


"Your shoulders. Take a breath and relax," Penny looked at her 
shoulders like they'd said something to offend her, her eyebrows 
furring as she stared. "Breath" 


"I'm trying, it's hard," Penny whined, while her eyes closed. While the 
cafeteria roared and the typing on the keyboard kept going as loud 
as ever, Penny seemed to forget about them. Her shoulders finally 
loosened, and the lines on her face disappeared. 


"Now go down your body and relax all of your muscles," 


Penny slouched in her seat as she relaxed more and more of her 
stiff muscles, breathing in and out softly as she leaned back in her 
chair. Weiss could've sworn she'd fallen asleep, which is even faster 
than Winter used to fall asleep. 


"Better?" Weiss asked, watching her eyes flutter open, looking 
surprisingly calm. 


"A little. Maybe. Not sure... Yes?" Penny guessed, looking herself 
over like she was expecting to find a wound. "How'd you know that 
would help?" 


"I've had some practice with panic attacks is all, no big deal," Weiss 
said in a matter of fact way as Penny sat up. 


"My dad usually tells me to focus on something, it just sucks that it's 
hard to do when you're freaking out on the inside," Penny chuckled, 
“Thanks for that though, usually Pyrrha has to help me out," She 
said, her eyes heavy. 


"Sounds like a good friend then. If | didn't have my sister, | don't 
know where I'd be," Weiss smiled, not sure if she was being literal or 
not. 


"| guess that's true," Penny said without much conviction. 


"It's definitely true, there's nothing wrong with needing some help 
now and then. | know my friends help me whenever I'm in a bad 
place," The blonde secretary spoke up, catching both girls off guard. 


"Sorry, couldn't help but overhear, but- nevermind, you probably 
don't wanna hear me babble. Professor Ozpin's ready to see you two 
now. The door before the hallway splits, just walk right in," She said 
cheerfully before continuing to click and clack on her computer. 


"Guess it's time, are you ready?" Weiss asked, standing up. 


"Y-yes. No. Whatever, let's go" Penny nodded, stripping as she 
stood. 


"Care for some advice?" The secretary wondered, at them with a 
sheepish expression. 


"It sure wouldn't hurt," Penny shrugged. 

"Well, | learned a trick in college that helps with nerves. Clench your 
muscles tight, then let them go. It's supposed to help relieve some 
pent up energy. Oh, but only clench your butt if you're standing, 
otherwise you'll pop up about three inches in the air!" 

"Does that really work?" Weiss asked. 


"It's always helped me," The woman smiled, swiveling back and forth 
on her chair. 


"Thanks for the advice though Miss Hilda, I'll let you know if it, ya 
know, works" Penny giggled as she walked towards the principal's 
office. 


"Good luck!" Hilda winked, and for a moment Weiss saw a flash of 
Amy in her. 


"You too," Weiss blurted out, blushing when she realized what she'd 
said. 


"Thanks," Hilda smiled, like she hadn't heard anything wrong. 
Suddenly, Weiss wasn't as worried about what she'd said. 


Weiss walked up to Penny, who was tapping her fingers nervously 
on her sides. "Let's do this," Penny said in a determined whisper, 
looking in Weiss's eyes. 


"After you," Weiss said, and Penny took a step forward and opened 
the door, leading the way inside. 


The principles office was just how she remembered it, simple. There 
was enough space for a desk that was filled with Knick knacks, a 
computer, filing cabinets, two fabric chairs, and that was it. There 
was a window that looked out to the city with a great view of the 
parking lot which was filled to the brim with cars. 


The room smelled like new carpet and oranges, the tantalizingly 
fresh smell filled Weiss's nose. If she hadn't just eaten her stomach 
definitely would've growled. The only sound in the room was the fan 
of his computer whirring softly, not even the screams of the 
lunchroom made it here. 


Sitting behind the desk was a man who could've been anywhere 
from thirty to fifty. His hair was white, but wild and thick, though it 
looked like he'd at least tried to pull a comb through it. He wore a 
black suit with gold buttons, with a dark green dress shirt that made 
his autumn brown eyes pop. He wore a pair of glasses at the tip of 


his nose, and Weiss wondered if he actually looked through them or 
not. 


His hands were on the table, right over left, waiting for them with a 
pleasant smile, "How do you do, girls?" he nodded to them both, 
"Please, take a seat if you'd like," 


The girls turned to each other, with one pair of eyes looking calm and 
the other looking anxious, before taking a seat. 


"I'm doing fine, Sir," Weiss said courteously, looking to Penny, who 
seemed to be struggling to form words. 


"Good!" Penny shot out like a cannon, but Ozpin's smile didn't waver. 
She took a breath, and Weiss saw her legs tighten, "I've been doing 
very good, Sir," She corrected. 


"Splendid. Penny, how are your parents doing? How's the 
business?" 


"Oh, it's actually going really well. They've been getting plenty of 
clients, so | guess business is booming,” 


"I'm glad, if anyone deserves it, it's those two. If they ever need 
anything just tell them to call me," 


"You know they will," Penny smiled, sparking Weiss's Curiosity. 


"And Weiss, you're you and your sister?" he asked, taking her off 
guard. 


"| mean, she's fine. Working herself into an early grave, but that's 
just who she is. I'm doing better though, a lot better actually," She 
said confidently, glad that the words were true. 


"Well that's not good about her work, you should talk to her about it," 
He said, and Weiss nodded without thinking. "But it's simply perfect 
you're doing better, it makes me happy to see you so lively. But 
anyway, back to business. What exactly seems to be the issue?" 


"Did Pyrrha tell you anything? | don't wanna go over anything twice," 
Penny stuttered, and Weiss wondered if she'd practiced that line in 
her head earlier. 


"She didn't tell me much, just that the Captain of the math team and 
her vice captain wanted to talk to me about an ‘something important’. 
| didn't think your team had a vice captain, so it was a pleasant 
surprise to see you here miss Schnee, how long have you been on 
the team?" 


Weiss had a pleasant smile on her lips, but in the back of her mind 
she was scrambling to figure out what was going on. It was definitely 
a surprise to hear that, but she wasn't sure if she'd call it pleasant. 


Chapter 19 


"Sir, | hope this doesn't sound rude, but Pyrrha has no idea what 
she's talking about. I'm the only officer and Weiss isn't even on the 
team," Penny explained, looking like she wanted nothing more than 
to give Pyrrha a piece of her mind. 


"Is that true, Weiss?" He asked. 


"It is, | didn't even know we had a team until yesterday," She 
admitted, her face lighting up bright red. 


"You had no idea about them?" He questioned as he leaned forward, 
the smell of oranges growing stronger. 


"Nope, Penny told me about how they were having issues with 
posters and the next thing | knew Pyrrha was asking me to come 
here," 


"Issues with posters? Ah, is that what we're here to discuss then? 
Well, | suppose it doesn't really matter who's here, how can | help?" 
He smiled, turning to Penny. 


"Uh- Y-yes. Sir! Uh, yes. The extra curricular office has been denying 
our posters every few days since school started. | keep trying to fix it, 
but every time | take it back they deny it for a different reason. | try 
and talk to them, but they only give me short answers," Penny said, 
looking defeated with her downcast eyes. 


"Who's the teacher in charge of the math team?" 

"In charge? Oh, our sponsor? That would be Mrs. Irene," 

"Maria's at it again | see," He sighed, "I'm not sure why I'm surprised, 
those two are at each others throats half the time and best friends 


the other half," he paused, rubbing his eyes like father does when he 
has a migraine. "Do you have a copy of the poster?" 


"What kind of president doesn't?" Penny smiled, opening her 
meticulously organized backpack and pulling out a crisp piece of 
paper. 


"Perfect," He said, reaching out and taking the paper froma 
confused but beaming Penny. He reached into his drawer, reaching 
deep into it before he pulled out a stamp and a pad of red ink. 


With a flick of the wrist he stamped the paper in the top right, leaving 
the word 'ALLOWED' left behind in wet red letters. "There we go, 
that should keep Maria off your back for the semester. If it doesn't, 
just send her my way.," He chuckled, handing the paper back to 
Penny whose hands were trembling. 


"Is, uh, that all?" Penny wondered, looking at the paper in disbelief. 
"Not quite. It'll be hard to get more members with one poster, so how 
about you make some copies down the hall? If you need any help, 
you can always ask Hilda. Copier's in the first room on the left," 


"And it's fine to put them up? Nobody's gonna complain?" 


"As long as you don't put them anywhere too crazy, | don't see why 
someone would," he smiled, a mischievous glimmer in his eyes. 


"Penny, is there anything else | can do to help while you're here?" 
"Oh, no thank you, Sir! This should help more than enough! l- | 
hope," She muttered the last sentence and Ozpin let out a laugh 
hearing her mutter. 

"If it isn't then come back and We'll see what we can do, but 
otherwise, | would appreciate a moment alone with Weiss," he said, 
and the girls looked at each other, confused. 


"Sure, | can do that. I'll wait for you in the lobby, Weiss" Penny said 
as she stood up, looking at Weiss. 


"Oh, you don't have to-" 


"I'll wait for you in the lobby," Penny interrupted, a warm smile on her 
face as she left, closing the door behind her. 


As the door clicked shut, Weiss gulped. grabbing the hem of her shirt 
and twisting it in her fingers. 


"I'm glad you stopped by, Weiss, I've been meaning to check up with 
you for awhile now. How've you been?" 


"Good, classes have been going fine | guess,” 


"We both know that's not what | mean," he said, his voice sounded 
somber as he talked. "How about clubs? | know you aren't on the 
math team, but has anything else caught your eye?" 


"Clubs? I'm not in any," Weiss said, feeling guilty as the words left 
her mouth. 


"That's what | was afraid of. How has it been making friends?" 


"Sir, does that really matter? Why do you need to know about my 
friends?" 


"Friends matter quite a bit in the development of youths such as 
yourself," he smiled, and Weiss hated how much he sounded like 
Winter, "But | won't ask you to talk about something you aren't 
comfortable with. But if you ever do need help, | can't do anything 
unless you tell me there's an issue," 


Ozpin had a calm air as he spoke, but Weiss watched as his eyes 
moved to her scar, which tingled the more his stare lingered. 


"Making friends hasn't been easy, but it's been getting easier," Weiss 
said, feeling like she'd said the same thing a thousand times the past 
few days. 


"Making friends can for everyone, so there's nothing to feel bad 
about. It's completely understandable if you need some help after 
everything you've-" 


"| don't need help." Weiss interrupted, her voice quiet but steely, 
cutting through his words with ease. "I know you're trying to help, but 
I've been making friends lately and it's been really nice. | don't have 
many friends, but I'm trying. I'll figure it out." 


Weiss felt her heart beating in her chest, her skin tingling from the 
adrenaline, not sure where the words had come from. She felt like 
she could run a mile, so she clenched her leg muscles tight. 


Ozpin's eyes were wide, like he was suddenly looking at a wild dog 
instead of the white haired girl who'd walked in, but his smile was 
even wider, "I think that's the best answer you could've given,” 


"l-it was?" 


"It sounded like the truth, so yes," He laughed, "If you say you're 
gonna figure things out, then that's enough for me. Don't be 
surprised if | pop up now and then to check up on you, but | trust 
you," 


"Oh... Thank you," Weiss stuttered, not sure what else to say. Aside 
from Winter and Klein, nobody had ever told her that before. 


"No reason to thank me, | haven't done a thing," He said, leaning 
back in his chair, "That's all | wanted to talk about, so unless you 
have anything else, you're free to go,” 


"Thank you, I'm gonna go find Penny then" She said hurriedly as she 
stood up, wanting to leave as soon as possible. 


"Don't be a stranger, Weiss, people don't have to get in trouble to 
come and talk to me," 


"| won't be," Weiss smiled, watching him pull out his phone as she 
snaked through the door, clicking it shut like Penny. 


Weiss let out a shaky breath as she put her hands on her knees, her 
head light. She took long, slow breaths as she got her heart rate 


back down. To her left, Penny was standing by Hilda's desk, talking 
to the woman with an excited grin on her face while holding a huge 
stack of pink papers. 


"Did they have to be pink?" Weiss wondered as she walked towards 
the two. 


"Are they bad? Hilda said that this would make them pop more," 
Penny said, looking down at the sheets. 


"No, they aren't bad! | just... wanted to see if green was an option,” 
Weiss chuckled nervously, while a thoughtful expression grew on 
Penny's face. 


"We do have a few shades of green in the back,” Hilda interjected. 
"Green? Ya know, now that you mention it-" 


"But Pink's great, | think it's perfect," Weiss smiled, knowing she'd 
spent enough time in the office for one day. 


"Ya think? Well, we already got these printed, these'll be fine. What 
did he wanna talk to you about by the way? You didn't get in trouble 
for coming with me, did you?" Penny asked, her eyes wide. 


"No, nothing like that. He wanted to ask me about how my sister is 
doing, nothing serious," 


"Thank goodness, if you'd gotten in trouble | would've killed Pyrrha," 
Penny grumbled. 


"Maybe a stern talking to would be better?" Hilda suggested, "You 
know, if you hurry you might be able to get these up before lunch 
ends," 


"Ooh, | like the way you think, Hilda. Weiss, would you mind helping 
out? I'm sure Pyrrha's still in her meeting, and Ren said he was 
super busy helping Qrow with something." She said excitedly, her 
eyes glimmering. 


"At this point | have to help, I'm invested," 


"Really? Great! Ok, ok, we only have ten minutes, so we have to be 
quick. How about we split up so we can cover more ground? You 
take upstairs | take downstairs? 


"Sounds good to me," Weiss smiled, taking the stack of papers that 
Penny pushed into her face. "Let's move," Weiss said, Penny's 
energy spreading. 


"Good luck you two!" Hilda waved as the two of them rushed out of 
the office, Penny sprinting to the stairs and rushing down them two 
at a time. 


"Where should we start?" Weiss mumbled as she looked around the 
halls. Then, she saw the arts hallway and smiled. "The library seems 
a good a place as any," 


As she walked, Weiss started to read the poster in her hand, ‘Fun 
and friends’, 'not as hard as you think'!', ‘why not?’. Biting her lip she 
took the top poster and put it in her backpack as she walked. 


The library doors were in front of her, but she couldn't help but walk 
past it, "Maybe Jaune's here," She mumbled as she walked up to the 
door, looking through the window. The inside of the class was pitch 
black, with the only light coming from the cracks of the shop. 
Hesitantly, she tried the knob, shocked when it twisted. 


She hurried past the darkness and to the door, opening the door and 
rushing in. "Hey Jaune, how're you-" Weiss started as she opened 
the door, expecting to see Jaune, Ren, and everyone else hanging 
around, maybe gawking at some robotics thing. 


Instead, she saw Jaune with his hands on a girls waist while her 
arms were twisting around his back and playing in his hair, both of 
them glued to each other, too distracted to notice her. "Pyrrha?" 


Chapter 20 


"Weiss!" Jaune squeaked, pulling his hands away from Pyrrha like 
she'd caught fire. "W-w-what are you doing here? We were just, 
looking for, unhh, some parts!" He laughed loudly while he picked up 
random pieces of metal. Pyrrha's eyes were wide as saucers, silently 
gaping at Weiss. 


"| was coming to see if you guys were having lunch, but | think it'd be 
best if | wasn't here anymore... | think I'm just gonna... Bye," she 
said before turning and rushing towards the door, every word out of 
her mouth Weiss felt her skin turn a darker shade of scarlet. 


"Weiss, wait!" Pyrrha cried, grabbing Weiss' wrist, "It's not what you 
think, | promise, could you just sit down and let us explain?" 


"SO you guys weren't making out in the shop?" 


Pyrrha paused, blushing darker than herself or Jaune, "Ok, some of 
it might be what you think. But can you just wait a sec, please?" 
Weiss tried to pull her hand away, but Pyrrha's hands were strong 
and callused, she wasn't going anywhere. 


"Fine, you have five minutes, then we gotta go to class," Weiss said, 
Pyrrha smiled and loosened her grip enough for Weiss to yank her 
arm free before sitting on a wobbly stool. 


The two of them whispered back and forth, talking while Weiss spun 
around on her stool, a harsh grinding sound filling the shop as she 
moved. "Ok, so we're dating," Jaune told her, fighting to keep a grin 
off his face. 


"Obviously," Weiss said flatly. 


"have been for two months," Pyrrha said, clasping her hands 
together so tightly that her knuckles were white. 


"Does Penny know?" 
"| mean, sort of..." Pyrrha mumbled. 


"What do you mean she sort of knows? How can you sort of know 
something like this?" Weiss complained. 


"It all happened so quick! Jaune and | have been friends for years, 
but a few months ago we were hanging out and it just sort of 
happened," Pyrrha blushed, her smile too big to try and hide. 


"No offense, but | really don't wanna hear how anything 'happened',” 


"What? No, no, no, that's not what we're talking about!" Pyrrha cried, 
her eyes flicking to Jaune. 


"We don't want anyone to feel weird in case things don't stick," 
Jaune explained, putting his hand on Pyrrha's shoulder, both of them 
looking relaxed the second they touched. 


"And?" Weiss questioned, looking between them. 


"And we don't want anyone to know," Jaune said sadly, while Pyrrha 
reached out and took his other hand in hers. 


"Why not?" Weiss asked, raising an eyebrow at the two of them. 


"Because if we break up we don't want it to be weird for our friends," 
Pyrrha explained, her eyes red and dull. 


"But isn't it weird not telling everyone and hiding it? I'm not really 
sure how it goes with dating, but | know what it's like to hide how you 
feel, and it was exhausting," Weiss said, memories from the manor 
flooding her mind. 


"Exhausting would be a good word for it," Jaune sighed, "but it's 
worth it if nobody else has to get hurt," 


"That doesn't sound fair to you guys or your friends" Weiss pointed 
out, and neither said a word. "Now how does Penny 'sort of know'?" 


Pyrrha looked at Jaune and blushed, "Can | whisper it in your ear?" 
"Hold on, why can't | know? Is it a secret or something?" 


"Baby, it's not a secret, but please don't make me Say it... It's 
embarrassing," 


"Pyrrha, how many embarrassing stories have | told you?" Pyrrha 
shut her mouth while Jaune's was grinning. 


"Fine, you win..." Pyrrha admitted, rubbing her temples and taking a 
long breath before speaking, "sheknorsirrikehim," 


"Was that English?" Weiss wondered, looking at Jaune. 
"She gets like this sometimes, just give her a second," 
"| said, she knows irighthim," 

"Pyrrha-" 


"| said, 'She knows I've had a huge crush on him since middle 
school’ ok!" confessed Pyrrha, sounding like a flustered third grader. 


Jaune wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled his girlfriend 
close, kissing her on the cheek while sporting a goofy grin, "You had 
a crush on me? Pyrrha Nikos, god of track and field, had a crush on 
a lanky math geek in middle school?" 

"Why do you have to say it like that? You were cute, funny, nice-" 


"What do you mean was?" Jaune smirked, and Pyrrha smiled at him 
like Weiss was a million miles away. 


"Sorry, you are cute, funny, and nice. Not to mention how well you-" 


"Pyrrha, should you really be talking about how we-!" 


"| was talking about cooking, Jaune," Pyrrha chuckled, leaning in and 
giving him a quick peck on the lips and whispering something in his 
ear that left Jaune a grinning puddle of happiness on the floor. 


"| don't wanna ruin the moment, but are you really not gonna tell 
Penny? | know | haven't known you guys for long, but wouldn't she 
wanna know?" Weiss asked, bringing the love birds down to earth. 


"If Penny knew | hadn't told her about something this big, she'd be so 
disappointed. | have no idea what I'd say to her," 


"| don't think you're giving her enough credit. You guys are friends, 
she'd forgive you. It's not like you did anything mean," 


"I'm not so sure, Weiss. | hate how I've been lying to her, but I'm not 
sure what else to do," Pyrrha looked at the ground and Weiss could 
see the girls free hand trembling as she bit her lip. 


"If you want, I'll Keep it a secret. | don't think you should, but I'm not 
gonna mess anything up between you two," the words felt slimy as 
Weiss said them, but she was glad when Pyrrha perked up. 


"You will? Really?" Pyrrha said, smiling while Jaune wore the same 
sad expression as earlier. 


"If that's what you want, then I'll do it," 


"Thank you so much, Weiss!" Pyrrha said, jumping up and wrapping 
Weiss in a hug. "What do | say if Penny asks about you guys?" 


"| doubt she would, but tell her that he and | were hanging out more 
or something. If she really wants to know, tell her to come talk to me. 
| don't want you to lie for me, that's not something I'm ok with," 


"| appreciate that, just... maybe try and tell her soon? At least think 
about it?" Weiss said softly, and Pyrrha nodded. 


"I'm sorry, Weiss, | know this isn't an easy position to be in, but we 
appreciate it," Jaune said, arms still around Pyrrha. 


"No problem," Weiss said, before a thought hit her, "Wait, this is why 
you couldn't go to the meeting with Ozpin?" 


"... Sort of. | Know you won't believe me, but it was really important | 
didn't go to the meeting. It's also been awhile since I'd seen Jaune in 
private, and-" 


"Is that why you sent Ren that weird text before lunch?" Jaune said 
suddenly, looking at a shocked Pyrrha. 


"Jaune!" 
"What? Was that a secret?" 


"What text are you talking about, Jaune?" Weiss questioned, 
shooting him the same glare she shot the girl in math class. This 
time, it had the proper effect, leaving him quivering in his sneakers. 


"Pyrrha sent Ren a text asking him to take everyone somewhere 
other than Qrows class and to tell Penny no," Pyrrha gaped at him 
while he raised his hands in defense. 


"Pyrrha, why'd you do that? You know Penny wanted Ren to come, 
he would've helped," 


"You guys got the posters, so clearly it didn't go that bad," she 
pointed to the stack of papers in Weiss' hands. 


"Maybe, but it might've gone better if the 'vice-captain' was there. Oh 
wait, there isn't a vice-captain on the team," Weiss said, crossing her 
arms. 


"Ozpin came to track practice yesterday, | knew Penny needed the 
meeting and it was the only thing | could think of, ok? It sounded 
better than Penny and a girl not on the team coming to talk to him. | 


wasn't joking about Penny needing moral support, and it got you the 
meeting," 


"So let me get this straight, you told Ozpin that the vice-captain was 
coming before you knew I was coming? That doesn't make any 
sense, Pyrrha," Weiss said, rubbing her temples. 


"| was sort of banking that you'd go, but worst case scenario | 
would've gone," 


"But why'd you want me going to begin with?" 


"That, | can't tell you. Maybe later, but I'm sworn to secrecy, and | 
take oaths like that seriously," she said, her eyes flicking to Jaune. 


Right then the bell started to ring, and all three of them stood up, 
with Jaune grabbing his and Pyrrha's bags. 


Pyrrha grabbed her backpack from Jaune and smiled, "I can't tell 
you, but trust me, ok?" She said before leaning in and kissing him on 
the lips. "Come on, or the Freshman are gonna ransack the place," 


While the three of them left, Jaune locking the doors behind them, 
Weiss watched them talk, joke, laugh, and she was happy for them, 
if a little jealous. But even then, Weiss still trusted her friend. 


Chapter 21 


English class was a distant echo in Weiss' ear, thoughts about 
Pyrrha, Jaune, and Penny were swirling around in her head, blocking 
everything else out. The teacher was droning on about the Chicago 
format today, while most of the class was either asleep or on their 
phones, with only one or two people scratching out notes. 


Blake's nose was buried in a book while Weiss was busy replaying 
the scene from lunch in her head. Well, not all of it, she skipped past 
the two of them making out. Most of the time. 


Why would she lie? Weiss asked herself, along with a thousand 
other questions. Why did Ruby seem so distant, and why was Yang 
upset this morning and avoiding her locker all day? 


Weiss held in a groan and rubbed her temples, her head was 
starting to pound, wishing for an answer. Then, Weiss looked over at 
her black haired schoolmate and a light bulb went off in her head. 


As stealthily as she could, Weiss opened up her backpack, but the 
Zipper sounded like a chainsaw with how quiet everyone was being. 


Blakes eyes flicked away from the book as she slyly watched Weiss 
pull out a piece of paper, scribbling a note before setting it on Blakes 
desk. 


Is everything ok with Yang? the words written in an elegant cursive. 


Blake closed her book and set it down, leaning towards Weiss, 
"Don't worry, her hearing's worse than her lectures," Blake joked, 
"Yang's fine, just a bit stubborn," 


"Stubborn? It seemed like something was getting to her this morning, 
and then | haven't seen her at her locker all day," Weiss whispered. 


"She didn't go to her locker after second period either? | thought it 
was weird she asked to meet at my locker after first," Blake said, 
more to herself than to Weiss. 


"Do you think somethings wrong? Do- do you think she's mad at 
me?" Weiss stuttered, tapping her eraser on the desk. "I can't shake 
this feeling like I've done something wrong," 


"Weiss, you didn't do anything wrong. As someone who loves 
pushing that girl's buttons, | can tell from a mile away when someone 
pisses her off," 


"You're sure? The way she looked at me-" 


"I'm sure. Somethings been on her mind, but you didn't do anything 
wrong. Are you really that concerned with what Yang thinks of you? 
You guys just met, right? You hardly even know her," 


"If you couldn't tell, | don't exactly talk to a lot of people, so friends 
are sort of rare for me. I'm not even sure if I'd call Yang a friend, but 
she was really nice to me yesterday, and now... Poof, gone. | just... | 
wanna know how | can make it better," Weiss said, with a sad smile 
on her face. 


"I've noticed, but if you couldn't tell, I'm not exactly miss popular 
either," Blake chuckled, "Yang has that way with people. She'll say 
one word to someone and suddenly she's got a new friend. It's what 

| love about her," Blake said with a gentle smile, a glazed over look 
in her eyes as she thought back to who knows what. " Don't worry, 
help you figure out what's going on," Blake said as she pulled out her 
phone and started to type. 


Weiss blinked, then a grin sprouted on her face, "Really? Thank 
you!" Weiss cried out, before realizing that everyone in class was 
turning to look at her, even the teacher. 


"Weiss, did you have something to say?" The teacher hissed, a 
scowl chiseled into her face. 


"Oh, um- Yes! | was just saying thank you for... being such a good 
teacher?" Weiss said sheepishly, giggling nervously, throwing on a 
plaster smile. Kids all over the class were giggling, some hiding 
behind their hands while others just flat out laughed. Even Blake was 
covering her face with her book as she chuckled. 


The teacher, oblivious to the laughs, smiled, "Why thank you Weiss, 
it's good to finally get some appreciation for the work | do!" She said 
eyeing the rest of the class like a wolf staring down its prey, "But next 
time why don't you tell me after class, ok? Now, back to Chicago 
style, the crown of formats,," she said wistfully as she turned back to 
the board. 


"Nice save" Blake whispered, keeping her book over her grin as she 
slid her phone back into her pocket. 


"| thought | was going to pass out," she breathed, her face felt so 
warm it made a sunburn sound pleasant. 


"Maybe you should take a few deep breaths then, | don't wanna call 
your sister and tell her you fainted," 


"Ha, yeah she'd probably- Wait, you know | have a sister?" Weiss 
said, raising an eyebrow. 


"Oh, you told me yesterday, don't you remember?" 


"|- | did? | totally forgot, | guess | was pretty exhausted after all," 
Weiss breathed, but the thought didn't feel right. 


"You look more awake today at least, so that's good,” 
"You think?" 


"You aren't passed out, so yeah, I'd say you're doing better," Blake 
teased, getting Weiss to smile. 


"It feels like | finally got some sleep, which is sort of crazy for me. It's 
nice not feeling like my eyes are about to close,” 


"| know that feeling, whenever | stay over at Yang's I'm always more 
zombie than person the next day," She chuckled, before her eyes 
went wide, "Because we stay up studying! Um, not anything else. 
Obviously." Blake said, her face turning a light shade of pink. 


"Ah yes, because what else would be doing other than studying?" 
Weiss teased, glad to see Blakes face a shade other than pale white 
for once. But thinking about people doing things, Weiss's mind went 
back to the shop. 


"Blake, can | ask you a random question?" 


"You just did," Blake grinned, before her smile fell, "Sorry, | think I've 
been spending too much time with Yang. What's up?" 


"Do you know if Jaune's seeing anyone?" 
"Jaune? Huh, | could've sworn your type was-" 
"What? No, it's not like that! I'm just curious is all," 


"Let me guess, are you asking for Pyrrha?" Blake said, nodding at 
Weiss's shocked expression, "Don't tell me, | know I'm right. No, he 
isn't dating anyone as far as | know. But there are a few rumors 
floating around out there?" 


"What kind of rumors are we talking about?" 


"Weiss, I'm not the kind of girl going around spreading rumors, 
especially if they aren't true," 


"Blake, please, | won't believe them or anything, I'll never even say 
them again, but please tell me," She pleaded, her eyes desperate. 


"Fine, but just this once," She groaned before leaning close to Weiss 
and whispering, "People have been saying he's been hanging out 
with someone in secret, some people think they're dating, but 
nobody knows who it could be" Blake huffed before sitting back in 
her chair. 


"Really?" Weiss asked, getting a nod from Blake. "Do you have any 
guesses on who it might be?" 


"Nope, and if it was any of my business he'd tell me," 


They weren't kidding, nobody else knows, Weiss thought as her 
heart started to beat harder. "Do you think it's true? | mean, it 
wouldn't be that crazy, would it?" 


"Not sure, it's not my life though so why should | care?" Blake asked 
before the bell rang out and the entire class exploded out of their 
seats. 


"Could you wait with me for a second after class?" Blake asked while 
the rest of the class stood up and rushed for the door, 


"Uh, sure," Weiss said curiously, but not questioning it, watching as 
the students flooded into the halls. 


"Just let me do all the talking, ok?" 


"Talking? What're you talking about?" Weiss asked just in time for 
the cluster of kids to empty the class. 


"Blaaaake!" Weiss heard it from the hall and felt her heart stop. 
Skipping into the room with a warm smile on her face was Yang. But 
yang wasn't why Weiss's heart stopped, that was because all of the 
warmth in the girls eyes left as soon as she saw Weiss. 


Chapter 22 


"Hey Yang, how was class?," Blake said, walking up to the blonde 
and fitting their hands together like puzzle pieces. 


"Hi, Yang," whispered Weiss, her voice shaking like a leaf. 


"IT was crazy, Oobleck stopped talking for thirty whole seconds!" 
Yang said excitedly before casting a quick glance at Weiss, "Hey, 
Weiss," 


"Thirty seconds? Isn't that a new record?" 


"Close, thirty-two is the time to beat, but | have a good feeling that 
he might beat it when we get to moats," 


"Wait, do you actually time him?" Weiss asked jokingly, but Yang 
didn't smile. 


"Yeah," Yang said flatly, not even bothering to look at Weiss. 


"Don't be modest, babe. She keeps a record, she spends more time 
watching him than she does me," 


"His class is boring, what else am | supposed to do? And you have 
no clue how much time | spend looking at you!" | mean- uh, wow that 
sounded weird out loud," Yang said, the words tumbling out of her 
mouth. 


"This is a crazy thought, but what about taking notes? And from 
anyone else, it would've. Since you're cute though, you get a pass,” 


"Just like how you ‘take notes' in here when you're bored?" Yang 
teased before Blake coughed into her hand and cast her eyes to the 
teacher who was sitting at their desk, pretending to read a book with 
a scowl. 


"Yang, I'm never bored in class, that's silly! Come on, we should get 
going, you coming Weiss? 


"| don't wanna intrude or anything, you guys can-" 


"Weiss, come on, you promised you'd walk with me. She won't bite, | 
promise," Blake said, patting the top of Yang's head like she was a 
puppy instead of a boxer. Wait, a boxer is a breed of dog. Huh. 


"That's demeaning you know," Yang said, but didn't try to move 
away. 


"And you care?" 


"Fair enough," Yang chuckled before silently turning to Weiss, her 
eyes uninterested. 


"| don't-" Weiss started, before Blake cut it. 


"We could really use the company, if you walk with us the Freshmen 
won't gawk at us so much. They still will, but less," Blake joked, 
trailing the fingers of her free hand up and down Yang's arm. 


Weiss thought for something she could say, but her mind was blank. 
"Alright, we better get going then, | have gym next and it's sort of a 
trek," she said while turning to grab her backpack, looking back and 
seeing Yang was already speed walking towards the door with Blake 
on her heels. 


Weiss sighed, slung her backpack over her shoulders, and rushed 
after them. 


"How was your class? Did you finish your book?" Yang asked 
excitedly as she rushed down the hall with Weiss pushing past 
students, trying to stay in earshot. 


The halls were at max capacity and loud as ever, with someone's in 
the ocean of seas blasting a rock song through their phones. The 


lyrics were muddied by the thunderous voices of the students, but 
the beat seemed familiar. 


"Only a few chapters left, I'll probably finish it next class. It was nice 
though, Weiss and | started talking in class and the book was 
suddenly a lot less interesting,," Blake said, turning to look at Weiss. 


"That's cool. Where'd you leave off though? | wanna know how they 
break out already!" Yang said, sounding frustrated. 


"What book are you reading?" Weiss asked politely, surprised when 
Yang glared at her out of the corner of her eyes. 


"Does it matter?" Yang snapped, and Blake looked at her like she'd 
just screamed. 


"It's about- you know what, come over here, both of you," Blake said, 
her voice getting serious as she stomped past Yang, dragging her 
down a side hallway. 


"My class is this way, I'll see you guys later I-" Weiss said, her voice 
coming to a stop when Blake gestured for her to follow. 


Sighing, Weiss followed Blake to the far end of the school, where 
only the freshman lockers sat. Then, she took a right down a hall that 
was totally deserted and only had one door. 


"Blake, we're actually gonna be late," Yang said nervously, but Blake 
stayed silent as she opened the door, becoming them in. Yang 
frowned but didn't object, and Weiss was right behind her, scared of 
what might happen if she didn't. 


Weiss had never seen this stairwell before. It was in the middle of 
nowhere downstairs leading to a hallway that only held AP science 
courses, a place Weiss didn't exactly frequent. The doorway at the 
top of the stairs was covered in yellow tape, the stagnant air was 
heavy with dust and smelled like mold, the only noise they could 
hear was the distant rumble of footsteps through the halls. 


"Yang, what's going on with you?" Blake asked, staring at Yang with 
eyes that dared her to lie. 


"| told you what's going on with me, Blake. If you wanna talk that's 
fine, but this isn't something | wanna talk about in front of Weiss," 


"| want you to explain why you've been avoiding Weiss. It's not fair 
and she deserves to know why," 


"| haven't been avoiding her, why would you think that?" Yang asked, 
crossing her arms. 


"Babe, I've known you for a long time, | can tell when something's 
up. You haven't talked to Weiss once since we've been walking, you 
haven't been going to your locker, and | can practically feel your 
blood pressure rising," Blake calmly, but with a stern edge. 


"Maybe | was just wanted to spend some time alone with you and 
didn't wanna talk to her," 


"Yang, when we went to the mall the other day you started a 
conversation with everyone we rode with on the elevator. You go to 
your locker after every class because ‘books are heavy' even though 
you can bench press me. What's wrong?" 


Yang looked like she was about to say something, but stopped 
herself before she could start. "If it's that obvious somethings up, 
then you already know why I'm mad. Honestly, I'm not sure why you 
aren't mad at her to," 


"Wait, hold on a sec, you are mad at me? But, | just met you, Yang, 
what did | do to upset you?" Weiss asked suddenly, her head 
swimming after being told she was right. 


"Exactly. What did Weiss do to get you so riled up?" Blake asked, 
emphasizing her name. 


"You know what happened,” 


"| do, but Weiss doesn't" 

"What does that-" 

"Did Weiss do anything wrong?" 
"Blake, just sto-" 

“Yang-" 


"God, you know what happened, Blake! What Winter did! Her bitch 
of a sister shattered Qrows heart like it was nothing! How could you 
not be mad after seeing how hard it hit him? Just-" 


The sound of a hard slap filled the room that left everyone, especially 
Weiss, stunned. Her hand was already burning with pins and 
needles, her palm turning a red color that was only outdone by the 
deep pink Yangs face was now sporting, and it wasn't a blush. 


Weiss had put her whole weight into the hit, but Yang hadn't budged 
an inch, her feet still planted firmly. Weiss' ears were ringing, her 
chest felt like it was about crack open with how hard her heart was 
beating, and her whole body was trembling. 


"Don't you dare insult my sister. | don't know what you're talking 
about, but my sister is anything but a bitch. Without her | wouldn't be 
who | am, | might not even be alive, and she's helped a lot more 
people than just me! Besides, if you haven't noticed, I'm not Winter! 
God, | thought | wanted to be your friend," Weiss said, clenching her 
fists so neither would see how shaky her hands were. 


Yang didn't say anything as she brought up her hand and delicately 
touched her face, flinching when she did, looking at Weiss like she'd 
just popped into existence. 


For a moment, Weiss thought about screaming an apology and 
running down the stairs and hiding a broom closet until the police 


came. Then she realized, she wasn't going to apologize and she 
wasn't going to run. 


"Not bad," Yang said, nodding to herself. 


"I'm sorry, what?" Weiss stuttered, taking small steps backward until 
she was against a wall. 


"Your slap, it was pretty good. Not the best I've ever taken, but top 
ten for sure. You should slap more like a whip though, that makes it 
sting ten times worse," Yang explained, rubbing her face. 


"Does it hurt?" Blake asked as she started digging through her 
backpack. 


"Oooh yeah, it smarts like a mother trucker," 


"Good, you deserve it," Blake huffed, as she pulled out an ice pack. 
"You're lucky | brought lunch today," 


"You did? Ooh, did Mom make fish?" 
"Cod, and you can't have any unless you apologize. Sincerely," 


"| will, don't worry," Yang said, taking the ice pack from Blake and 
sitting on the steps, her legs sprawled out. "Look, Weiss, I'm still 
mad at your sister. Like, a lot. But | think | get what Blake was trying 
to tell me. You aren't your sister, and | shouldn't treat you like you 
are. It... it wasn't cool, and I'm sorry," 


Weiss relaxed, stepping away from the wall, "And I'm still mad at you 
for calling my sister a bitch, but I'm sorry for hitting you. That 
might've been- was, childish," 


"No, it was childish of me to get mad at you like that and to ignore 
you. That slap was well earned," Yang chuckled, smiling at Weiss. "I 
know I've been distant and sort of a dick, but if you want, maybe we 
could try and be friends? | always need more friends willing to slap 
jerks," 


"Great sales pitch, babe," Blake teased, and Yang busted out 
laughing. 


"You still wanna be friends? Even after | punched you?" 


"Slapped. And duh, you're cool," Yang said with a smile that was 
warm and comforting, almost like the first beams of sunlight after a 
storm. 


"You think I'm cool?" 

"Yeah, or else why would | say it? What do you think though, wanna 
try?" Yang asked hopefully. Blake had a surprised but happy smile 
on her face, staying silent and watching. 


"| think | can give that a shot, but | have one question. What exactly 
did Winter do?" 


Chapter 23 


"How much has Win told you about him?" Asked Yang, in a casual 
way that made Weiss' stomach twist and writhe. Nobody else had 
ever called her Win before, even Klein only called her Miss Winter. It 
was dumb, but she couldn't shake the feeling that something had 
been stolen from her. 


Yang was sitting on the steps with Blake by her side, their hands 
laced together as per usual. The bell echoed in the distance and 
Weiss fought the urge to run to class, but it was like trying to keep 
your head above water while wearing a fashionable pair of concrete 
sneakers. Not that Weiss could swim anyway, but she was sure the 
shoes wouldn't help. 


"Nothing. Winter's never talked about your Uncle, or anyone. Last 
time | checked she'd never even held a boy's hand," the words 
tasting bitter and salty on Weiss’ tongue. 


"You have to know something, at least that they've done more than 
hold hands," Yang said, giggling as Blake slapped her on the arm. 


"Oh God, please don't even talk like that! That's the last thing | 
wanna think about," Weiss whined, closing her eyes and forcing 
herself to think about anything but her sister doing... Ugh. "and | 
mean what | said, she hasn't told me anything about- What's this 
guys name again?" 


"Qrow Branwen, he's the auto-shop teacher here," Blake explained, 
and Weiss felt her ears perk up. 


"The Robotics coach with the greasy black hair?" She asked, her 
back throbbing in pain as she remembered how she'd almost 
Snapped it in two helping out the man. 


"| told him that his new gel was too much, but does he listen? No," 
Yang said, shaking her head like a disappointed mother. 


"Those two dated? How- | mean, why?" the words out of Weiss's 
mouth like marbles racing down stairs, her brain short circuiting as 
she tried to figure out the most polite way to say, 'why would my 
sister date a guy like him?" 


"That's exactly what we said, we could never figure out why 
someone like her would date a schlub like Qrow. It's the second 
greatest mystery I've ever encountered," Yang said, her voice low 
and grumbly like she was a detective in a crime show. Actually, now 
that she was thinking about it, Weiss had to admit that Blake would 
make a pretty good Watson. 


"Ok, how do we even know this is the same person? Maybe it's just, 
someone else named Winter? It's- well it's not really a common 
name in Atlas, but there's more than just my sister," 


"There's also the fact that you look like a miniature version of her," 
said Yang. 


"And you're dad's also a billionaire, so that sort of narrows things 
down," Blake said casually, her one of her fingers twisting in Yang's 
hair while Weiss's blood ran colder than her fathers. 


"What're you talking about?" 


"Jacques Schnee? Billionaire power mogul, basically royalty in Atlas, 
total dick? That's your dad, right?" Yang said, her voice steady like a 
surgeon's hand. 


"He's not a dick," Weiss said, her voice barely above a whisper. 


"See, if you'd slapped me again | might've believed you. Win never 
told us much about her home life, but she made sure we knew he 
was a dick," Yang said in a serious tone that Weiss had never heard 
before. The girl wasn't angry or spiteful, this was just a fact to her. 


"He just... Ugh, damn it Winter, what the hell," Weiss said, feeling 
like she was finally getting dragged under the water, the pressure of 
the water crushing her as she was dragged to the depths. "You guys 
have known her for two years?" 


"A little longer than two years actually. We met her the day she came 
to the city. Her car had died and she looked like she was passed out 
next to it, so | pulled over to help," Yang smiled, leaning her head on 
Blakes shoulder. 


"She was driving illegally by the way," Blake chimed in, a playful 
smirk on her face as she nuzzled closer to Yang. 


"We were on the old highway coming back from Moms, we were 
perfectly safe! But everyone else on the road, well..." 


Weiss tuned out after that, because even after living with her sister 
for months, the countless phone calls they shared while she was 
here... Win had never mentioned breaking down. Not even once. 


She remembered the day Winter left, sitting in her room, clutching 
her hand for hours, hoping that it'll vibrate and put an end to the 
worry. And when she did get the call, long after the sun had set, 
everything seemed fine. It was subtle, but Weiss could almost feel 
her cement heels hitting the ground. 


"As fun as it is to watch you two swoon, maybe we should get going? 
We're late enough as it is, and if Win gets a call that I'm late she's 
gonna... I'm not sure what she'll do, but it won't be good," 


"As long as you have a good reason she won't mind. At least, that 
was always the case with us. But that was a while ago," Yang said, 
and Weiss felt the same sensation she'd felt earlier, like something 
close to her heart had vanished in the blink of an eye, leaving an 
empty crater behind. 


The oddest thing though, was that Weiss knew Yang was right. Win 
would understand if she was late, hell if Weiss punched someone in 


the face her sister would still tell her it was ok. Weiss's stomach 
burned when she realized it took someone else to remind her of that 
fact. 


"You've got a point, Babe, but you've also got more than enough 
tardies for one semester," Blake said, standing up and dragging 
Yang with her. 


"What? | only have six! That's basically none!" 


"How has she not gotten suspended?" Weiss asked Blake, ignoring 
Yang's gaping face. 


"She's a really good boxer," 
"It's also because my teachers-" 


"And she's also really good at forging her Uncles signature for notes 
and butters up her teachers like bread," 


"Makes sense," 


"Ya know, I'm only late so much because | always walk you to class," 
Yang said defensively, crossing her arms and turning away from the 
two of them like an annoyed third grader. 


"What about last week? That stuff you did in the art hallway, that was 
because of me?" 


"|... You're no fun," Yang huffed, walking through the door and into 
the hall. 


The two of them giggled as they followed after Yang, the halls filled 
with an uneasy quiet that was only broken by the sound of their 
shoes on the tile. Weiss was used to walking through the halls in the 
morning, but the air was calm and peaceful then, nothing like this, 
which filled her with a creeping anxiety that was making its way up 
her spine. 


"How're you feeling?" Blake asked as they caught up to Yang, whose 
concerned eyes looked strikingly similar to Wins. 


"Honestly, I'm not sure. It's weird hearing that you guys know her, but 
it's even weirder thinking that she knows you if that makes any 
sense. When | got here, Win didn't really talk about her friends. The 
best | got was work, and even then that was just because | went to 
her office," Weiss said, her emotions changing like the wind, from 
anger in the east to worry in the west. 


"Why the hell didn't she tell you anything? She never mentioned any 
of us?" Yang asked, her voice breaking for just a moment. 


"I'm sure Winter has a reason for everything, but there's only one 
way to find out," Blake added in a calm tone, just like Win normally 
would. 


"I'll talk to her about it after school. Or, maybe at home? I'm not 
sure," Weiss said, her voice trailing off as the three of them started to 
climb the main staircase. 


"Just ask her, it'll be fine" Yang said as she put a hand on Weiss's 
shoulder, offering her a sincere smile that warmed Weiss to her core. 


"It's true, you're sister's a softie," Blake said, and as weird as it was 
to admit, both of them were right. Win was a softie, but that left 
Weiss with one important question. 


"Why did she break up with him?" 


Yang took a deep breath, and Weiss could practically feel the girl's 
anger radiating off of her, "That's the biggest mystery," Yang said, 
her voice low and serious. 


"All we know is that everything seemed to be going really well, then 
she broke it off out of the blue," Blake said, her face falling as she 
spoke. 


"He never told you why?" 


"No, she never told him why. She left and didn't even give a damn 
reason," Yang spat, face was calm, but Weiss could see the burning 
rage running rampant beneath her skin. 


"Oh..." Weiss said, her voice failing her as she saw how much hurt 
was carved into these girls faces. She wanted to say something 
snappy or helpful, but what could she say? 


Blake reached out and rubbed Yang's arm, bringing them back down 
to earth. "Ozpin might be on the prowl for us, so we should get 
going. But Weiss, if you aren't doing anything tomorrow night, do you 
wanna come to Yang's boxing match? Everyone should be there, 
and we might even go celebrate or something after, it'll be fun," 


"Here? | don't know, may-" 


"You should come, Weiss. Come on, how can you give up the 
chance to see me get punched in the face?" Yang asked, giving a 
big, toothy grin. Weiss smiled, relief flowing through her knowing that 
Yang wasn't against the idea. 


"I'll think about it, ok?" 


"Boo, that's a no. Everyone knows, maybe means no!" Yang 
complained, but Blake put her hand over the girl's mouth. 


"Tell us if you end up coming, we'll meet up," Blake smiled, shivering 
as yang shoved her tongue between her fingers. "See ya, Weiss," 


"See ya tomorrow, Weiss!" Yang called while Blake rubbed her 
slobber covered hand on Yang's shirt. "Wait, Blake, I've been 
practicing!" Yang sang before moving her hands in an odd way. 


"Go slower, Babe," Blake said, leaning forward and watching Yang's 
moving fingers even closer. Then, Weiss got it. 


"| love you," Weiss said, and both girls looked at her, shocked. 


"You know Sign Language?" Yang asked, her mouth on the floor. 
"Yeah, my tutor said it would ‘build character’, and my father agreed," 


"Dick," Yang said, and this time Weiss couldn't help but laugh. 
"Alright, bye you two, have fun in class," Yang said before walking 
away with a confident strut, with Blake heading towards the Art 
hallway. 


Weiss let out a deep breath as she started walking towards her 
classroom door. Her mind was drawing a blank on to give as an 
excuse, by now she was already ten minutes late and counting. 


The only thing on Weiss's mind was her sister. If she was keeping 
something like a boyfriend secret, what else could she be hiding? 


The door to the classroom was right in front of her, and without 
knowing what to say, she opened the door... but it didn't budge. She 
tried it again, but the handle was locked firmly. Confused, she started 
knocking before realizing that the lights were off in the room and that 
there was a yellow paper on the front of the door. 


Gym class is now meeting in the pool! -Professor Port 
Suddenly, even Winter was shoved out of her mind, "Oh no." 
-AIN- 


It's been awhile since I've done one of these, but what's 
everyone thinking about the story so far? I've been getting 
some comments that have been super fun to read, and I'm glad 
people seem to be enjoying it! I'm trying to change up my 
writing style a little, so any comments towards that would be 
greatly appreciated! That's all | have to say, I'll see everyone 
next week! 


Chapter 24 


"Shit," Weiss whispered, a sour taste in the back of her mouth as 
she read the sign over and over, hoping she'd suddenly developed 
dyslexia and the words would shift to something less awful. She 
reached out, pulling on the handle like her life depended on it. 


"Shit!" she said, gritting her teeth as she rushed towards the pool, 
her shoes clicking wildly on the tile. 


She sped walk past the lunchroom, watching the custodians wipe 
down the tables and pick up whatever garbage the students had 
used as projectile weapons. The custodians glanced at her, 
whispering amongst themselves as she passed like she couldn't see 
their lips, but none of them said a word about her tardiness. She 
gave a nervous wave to one of them, who nodded gruffly as Weiss 
slid through the doors and into the gym. 


Her school may not have been the best in any way, shape, or form, 
but when it came to their facilities they weren't bad. 


The first floor of the gym was held a full-sized basketball court, with 
another five feet until you reached the walls. The walls all extended 
to become bleachers and stairs for assemblies and games, but she'd 
never actually seen it first hand. 


The back wall had several doors, one going to a fully stocked 
storage room, another going to their ‘state of the art' weight room 
(because that's a thing apparently), and the last one leading to the 
pool lobby. 


The second floor was a track made of a plastic material that smelled 
like burning rubber or a tire warehouse depending on the time of day, 
going all the way around the perimeter of the gym. There was also a 
room connected to the track that was filled with ropes to climb, cheer 


mats, pitching machines, and any other toys that Port used to torture 
his students. The only other door led to a stairwell. 


A green rail separated the track from a fifteen-foot drop, and Weiss 
couldn't stop herself from trailing her finger over it as she sped by 
the class below, feeling it thump between the bars as she walked, 
the vibrations traveled up her arm in a mesmerizing way. 


Students were running around shooting baskets, standing in the 
corner on their phones, while others walked around looking for 
something fun to do and failing. 


"Weiss!" She heard someone call out from down below, and her 
body froze while her head whipped to the side, scanning the room. It 
didn't take her long to track down the screaming head of fiery hair 
running towards the wall, dribbling a ball between her hands with 
casual finesse. 


"Hey Nora, how're you?" 


"Aren't you supposed to be in class? Or are you out causing more 
trouble?" Nora said with a raised eyebrow, a smug grin on her face. 


"Hold on, how did | cause trouble in the first place? When did | cause 
trouble?" Weiss asked, feeling herself puff up like a bird. 


"When you were trying to find those test answers yesterday? In 
Qrow's room? Don't you remember?" 


"| told you | was looking for my earbuds! Why would you say 
something like that, you never know who might be listening," Weiss 
said in a low whisper, looking around for eavesdroppers while Nora 
shrugged. 


"Who would be listening? Even the teacher's on his phone," said 
Nora as she nodded to a man on the sidelines with sweatpants and 
a dull red track jacket. With how fast he was swiping on his phone 
Weiss figured he was either swiping through a dating app or was a 


really fast reader. Not that Weiss had ever downloaded those apps 
or anything. Never. 


"Fair enough," Weiss relented, realizing that Port wasn't nearly as 
attentive as this teacher, Weiss felt her muscles relax. 


"Anyway, we missed you at lunch today! | was waiting for you, but 
then Ren dragged me and Yatsuhashi to the music room to help 
with... Well, they didn't need help with anything, but the music was 
nice at least," 


That was the best Pyrrha could come up with? Weiss thought to 
herself, "Didn't you hear? Ruby gave me my earbuds back last 
night," Weiss said as she started walking towards the door on the 
other side of the track. 


"Duh, who do you think she texted after running into you? Wait, you 
weren't gonna come? Dang, | guess | owe Ren," Nora said to 
herself, rubbing the back of her head with a smile as she followed 
after Weiss. 


"What do you owe him?" 


"Five bucks, we bet you'd come back today. Well, | bet you'd come 
back." 


"And Ren said | wouldn't?" 

"No, he said betting on something like that would be rude. But | bet 
him, soooo," Nora chuckled, and Weiss found it infectious. "Are you 
coming tomorrow? We eat there every day. At least every day Ren 
doesn't drag us somewhere else," 


"Actually, I've been eating with Penny and Pyrrha lately, so | think-" 


"They can come! I'm not even sure why they don't, they're both 
awesome," 


Weiss paused, looking down at Nora who was grinning up at her. 
The creeping feeling of anxiety was something that Weiss had grown 
accustomed to, like you stop caring about that annoying dog yipping 
in your neighbor's apartment, but she couldn't have anticipated how 
quickly that feeling disappeared. 


Maybe it was Nora's eyes, the way she didn't hold anything back, or 
her... stubborn nature, but Weiss wasn't nervous about Nora. Her 
brain didn't jump to the worst conclusion or get swarmed with 
everything that might happen. Instead, everything simply 'was' with 
Nora. No lies or double meanings, Nora wanting her to eat lunch with 
them was like saying the sky was blue, it just was. 


"I'll ask them and see what | can do," Weiss relented, watching Nora 
light up brighter than a supernova. 


"Great!" Nora said, turning around and throwing the ball at the hoop 
on the other side of the gym. It missed, almost hitting some poor girl 
in the head, but the way Nora was cheering you'd have thought 
she'd made a... four pointer? Whatever you got for making a hard 
shot. 


"Wait, aren't you supposed to be in the pool today? You know if 
you're late, Port will make you do a full snake?" 


"What's that? Wait, how do you-" 


"Let's put it this way, you don't wanna do them," Nora explained, 
shuttering. Weiss gulped, nodding as she started moving towards 
the door, with Nora following below, "Get going, tell him you're 
stomach was killing you and you went to the office," 


"But won't he just call and check?" But instead of answering, Nora 
looked back at her teacher, who was sticking his pinky in his ear. 
"Once again, fair enough," 


"Now get going! | better see you tomorrow, if we aren't in the robotics 
room then Ren probably dragged us to the music room again. Or 


maybe- look, I'll leave a note or something, just come!" She said as 
Weiss made it to the door, throwing it open and rushing through, 
leaving the redhead behind as she ran to find another ball. 


The room Weiss walked into was little more than a stairwell, with one 
wall being made of glass and looking out onto the pool parking lot 
while the one door in the room was closed. She rushed down the red 
stairs that had the same fresh off the line rubber smell that the track 
had until she walked into the pool lobby. 


To the left of the stairs was a long hallway that led to the gym 
lockers, coaches room, and the nurse's station, which ran parallel to 
the gym. There was a set of doors that led to the outside world, but 
they were locked nice and tight to avoid any temptation. 


There were two doors that led to the boy's and girls' lockers 
respectively, and a third door that was made of heavy blue metal that 
led to the pool. Weiss grabbed the door to the girl's locker room, but 
for the second time in a row, her hopes were dashed by a locked 
door. 


With a heavy sigh, Weiss walked over to the metal door and gripped 
the handle tight, and luckily it twisted. Gratefully, Weiss started to 
open the door, managing to pry it open an inch before the air in the 
lobby started to get sucked into the pool. The handle was ripped 
from her grasp and the door slammed shut, echoing through the 
empty hall. 


Weiss gritted her teeth and grabbed the handle with both hands 
before she started to pull. The wind howled, rushing past Weiss's 
ears and trying its best to take the door with it. Her arms ached, and 
she pulled harder, the gap growing centimeter by centimeter but the 
wind was still just as strong. 


Then, the door seemed to get lighter, and centimeters became 
inches, and before she knew it the door was flying open. "This door's 
always the worst, | always need help with it," A sweet voice giggled, 


a sweet voice that Weiss had already heard once before today, 
"Weiss?" said a girl with red tips in her hair. 


"Ruby?" 


Chapter 25 


"What're you doing here?" Ruby questioned, combing a hand 
through her short hair as she looked Weiss up and down. Weiss 
couldn't help doing the same, seeing that her pants were rolled up 
and her feet were bare, showing off her toenails which were painted 
the same bright red as her hair. 


"What're you doing here?" Weiss parroted in a cracked voice, a 
torrent of air rushed into the pool sending a chill down her spine. 


"Class, but what're you doing here? | mean, standing here. You're 
late, | thought you'd gone home or something,” Ruby said in a low 
voice as she slid her hands into her pants pockets, her eyes dull. 


"Class, what're you..." Weiss said, her voice dying in her mouth, 
"Hold on, we have gym together too?" 


"| said that I'd see you later," 


"Yeah, but you could've said, 'see you in gym class!', at least then | 
wouldn't have to feel so bad for the second time in one day," Weiss 
whined, covering her face in her hands as she groaned. 


"Maybe, but at least now we know what to say to get past the 
awkward parts," Ruby giggled, the noise sweeter than honey. 


"Wait, no, that came out wrong. That's my line, right?" Weiss said 
with a dash of sarcasm, not expecting her heart to jump when Ruby 
laughed again. 


"Yup, but is it bad | can't remember what | said?" Ruby asked, her 
silver eyes glimmering. 


"Maybe, but at least it's not as bad as me not remembering you all 
semester,” Weiss said, her stomach twisting in knots, but she had no 


clue it was because she was talking to Ruby or because the words 
were true. Good thing that was Jame's problem to figure out. 


"Ruby, what in the blue blazes are you doing? You're going to freeze 
half the class if you keep that door open any longer," boomed a deep 
voice from somewhere on the pool deck, followed by the sound of 
Slapping feet on the tile. 


"Do you have an alibi?" Ruby whispered, her voice fast but level. 
"Oh, uh, yeah. My... stomach. It was, uh, killing me... Yeah," 


"How about | do the talking," Ruby smiled, making Weiss blush 
before turning around to find Port standing behind her. 


Port was wearing a red dress shirt and a pair of basketball shorts 
that perfectly showed off his pale, hairy, but oddly toned legs and 
feet. 


"Weiss? For goodness sake, what're you doing out there?" 


"Oh, | was, uh..." Weiss started, but her mouth started filling with 
cotton as soon as her lips started moving. 


"She was in the office. She told me before class started she was 
having cramps, did | forget to tell you?" Ruby asked, her voice 
innocent as an angel as she lied through her teeth. 


"As a matter of fact you did," Port said sternly, looking like he wanted 
to say more before letting out a sigh, "But | Suppose it can't be 
helped, these things happen. No harm no foul," He said, every word 
sounding forced as he avoided looking at Weiss's eyes. 


"Does that mean I'm not in trouble?" 
"Of course not, only a fool would blame someone for something 


outside of their control," He said proudly, holding his back straight 
and looking like some kind of retired hero as he spoke. "Now, 


change into your swimsuit and let's get swimming, the class just 
started a snake and you have plenty of time to catch up!" 


"Swimsuit?" Weiss asked, raising an eyebrow before realizing 
something amazing. "I don't have one!" She exclaimed, maybe a bit 
too excitedly. 


"| reminded the class yesterday after we watched the film about 
swimming techniques, weren't you there?" He questioned, twisting 
the tip of his moustache as he thought. 


"She was, but she left early, don't you remember? She came up 
during the part about freestyle, right, Weiss?" 


"Uh, yes! Yup, that's... Yes," Weiss sputtered, not missing the sound 
of Ruby trying her best to hold back her laughter. 


"Oh, of course, how could | forget. Look at me, my memory's worse 
than my fathers," he said, giving a laugh, "That leaves us in a difficult 
position then, maybe the lifeguards have a spare? Ruby, would you 
mind going to check?" 


"Is that hygienic?" Weiss gulped. 


"Of course it is, the pool water should kill any pesky bacteria, you'll 
be fine," 


"Actually, | was talking to Jenna earlier and they haven't had any 
spares in weeks," Ruby explained, and Port nodded, now twirling 
both ends of his moustache. 


"Drat, | suppose you'll have to sit on the bench with Ruby. Not very 
exciting to miss out on all the games, but it can't be helped," 


"Are you serious?" Weiss asked in disbelief. 
"| know it's not very exciting, but there's not much else to do in the 


pool other than swim," He said, reaching out and giving her a quick 
pat on the shoulder, not noticing her eyes sparkling. 


"I'm sure I'll survive somehow," Weiss said in a dreamy voice. 


"Excellent, then I'll leave you two here, | trust you won't get into too 
much trouble. Now, get inside and close the door before my 
moustache freezes" he said, nodding to each of them politely before 
turning and walking slowly back to class, only hustling when he 
noticed a student go under and not come back up. 


Weiss walked inside and let the door slam shut behind her as she 
breathed a sigh of relief, she was finally home free. 


The pool was big, twenty-five yards long with eleven lanes separated 
by chipped off white and green buoys. Behind Port, Weiss could see 
some vaguely familiar faces that she recognized as her classmates, 
all of them swimming up and down the lanes. Well, some were 
swimming and some were gasping for air as they flailed around, 
pulling themselves by the buoys. 


The floor was made of small white tiles that were stained yellow, and 
Weiss found herself worrying for Port and Ruby. There was a set of 
benches a few feet away that was littered with towels of all shapes 
and sizes, some were folded perfectly and others were crumpled into 
balls. 


Guard towers were at every side of the pool, each one manned by a 
depressed college student, each of them a glazed-over expression 
on their eyes. 


The humidity of the pool pushed down on her like a weight, and she 
could feel herself starting to sweat with every passing second. 


Weiss looked at Ruby and noticed the girls smile, which had been 
lively before Port showed up, was falling fast. "Guess we should sit 
down," Ruby said in an unexcited tone before going to sit at the far 
end of the bleachers. 


It was about then that Weiss remembered their talk from earlier, and 
she felt her back stiffen. She reluctantly followed, moving a bright 


pink towel and taking its place, sitting as far away from Ruby as she 
possibly could. 


The pool was loud with the sound of people splashing, the sound of 
huge fans spinning high above her head, and the sound of wet feet 
slapping on tile, but it all felt quite next to the silence between her 
and Ruby. 


Weiss bounced her foot up and down on the metal of the bleachers, 
rolling up her sleeves and wiping her forehead dry on the back of her 
hand. She looked at Ruby and found the girl leaning back into the 
bleachers with her bare feet tapping on the cool metal, writing 
something in a notebook. 


“Thank you," Weiss said suddenly, feeling her heart sink when Ruby 
didn't even turn to look at her. 


"For what?" 


“Covering for me like that. I'm not exactly the best when it comes to 
lying, SO | appreciate it," 


"Don't worry, my sister used to skip class all the time and | always 
got stuck with coming up with the excuse. One time | managed to 
convince our teacher that she'd won a contest to meet the 
president,” 


"And that worked?" 


"It almost didn't, but luckily | Know someone who's good in 
photoshop," Ruby explained, turning and flashing Weiss a bright 
smile before she turned back to her notebook. 


Weiss bit her lip as she watched the girl write out of the corner of her 
eye, her pen moving swiftly, never slowing down. She turned to 
watch her classmates swim, but looking at all of their red, gasping 
faces made her feel queasy. 


"Ruby, can | ask you something?" Weiss asked, biting her lip as she 
waited for a response. 


"What's up?" Ruby asked, not even looking up from her notebook. 


"Did | do something wrong?" Weiss asked, looking at the floor, her 
hands playing with the edge of her shirt. 


"No, why would you think that?" 


"Because when you gave me my earbuds yesterday you were so... 
cool. Then, we start talking this morning and everything seems fine, 
but the next thing | know you're quiet and leaving like | insulted you 
or something. Did |?" 


After a moment of silence, Weiss turned and saw Ruby twisting 
something in her hands, her eyes lost in thought like she was 
debating something in her head. 


"It's not you, not at all. It's just... Do you have a minute?" 


Chapter 26 


"So, where the heck to start," Ruby muttered as she closed her 
notebook, her voice shaky at best as she looked out at the pool. 


Students were splashing and laughing while Port was yelling 
something about Water Polo, holding up a yellow and green ball in 
his hand. His eyes were closed as if he was remembering a match, 
throwing the ball from hand to hand, totally unaware that nobody was 
looking at him. 


Ruby's fingers were a blur as she twisted something in her hand, a 
metallic grinding noise humming from whatever she was holding. 
There was the glint of something shiny and silver, but that was it. 


"What do you know about me?" Ruby asked, sitting cross-legged on 
the bleachers facing Weiss, hands in her lap. 


"| Know you're on the robotics team," Weiss said, tapping her finger 
on her chin, "I Know that you have some weird, but cool, friends," 


"Are you talking about Jaune?" Ruby questioned, only to get silence 
in return as Weiss blushed and looked away, "Yeaaah, weird and 
cool is a good way to describe him," 


"| also know that you like hot dogs, have the cutest puppy, and that 
you're nice enough to try your best to give some idiot back their 
missing earbuds when you could've just left it alone, ," 


"Hey, you aren't an idiot. | lose stuff all the time and you don't see me 
calling myself an idiot. Well, some people might say that | am, but 
they don't matter," Ruby beamed, before her smile cracked, "Ok, | 
might be an idiot in a few things. Like writing for starters," 


"Being bad at something doesn't make you an idiot. You'll get better, 
don't be a dolt," Weiss said, hearing Winters' voice mixed with her 
own as she talked and feeling oddly proud of herself. 


"What's a dolt?" 


"It's a..." Weiss started, before her words turned to jelly, "It's an old 
word we use in Atlas. It technically means... Um, dope. But it's not 
supposed to be in a mean way or anything, it's supposed to be 
endearing,” 


"So it's like when I call Jaune a muffin head?" 


"Why do you call him a muffin head?" Weiss asked, choking back a 
laugh. 


"I only call him it when he's not paying attention!" 
"Ok, but why muffin head?" Weiss asked between bursts of laughter. 


"Basically, we were going to-," She started before she laughed to 
herself and shook her head, "Actually, that's something that he'll 
have to tell you. He made me promise not to mention it to anyone. | 
think if he finds out about this he gets to have my t.v." 


"I'll be sure to keep quiet, don't worry," Weiss smiled, her eyes 
getting pulled towards Ruby's/ 


"But, uh, have you heard anyone call me anything else? Something 
a little less flattering than dolt," Ruby asked quietly, her hands 
coming to a stop as they clutched whatever she was twisting. 


"What would people call you?" Weiss asked, feeling the worry start 
to fester in her stomach. 


"Have you ever heard anything about a Klutz?" Ruby asked, her 
voice heavy as she wrapped her arms around her chest like she was 
cold. 


"No, I've- wait, | that does sound sorta familiar," Weiss said, thinking 
back to yesterday, "I heard something after first hour yesterday, that 
the Klutz made a pass at Cinder and got shot down," Ruby flinched, 
it was subtle, but clear as day, and only made the worry grow in 


Weiss grow more. "I ran into Cinder in the hall yesterday with Jaune, 
and she told him to tell the Klutz hello," 


"Well, the Klutz got the message," Ruby said, a lifeless smile on her 
face. "So that's what she's telling people lately? | thought | was 
getting more looks than usual,” 


"Why would people be giving you looks? Why would she be saying 
stuff about you?" 


"That's the long part," 


"Then let's hear it, it's not like I'm doing much here other than baking 
in the here," Weiss said, wiping a bead of sweat off her forehead. 


"You know Cinder? She's sort of my ex," 


"You dated Cinder?" Weiss asked, picturing the beautiful girl with the 
hard eyes she'd bumped into yesterday. Thinking about her and 
Ruby, who was beautiful in her own right, being together was a little 
odd. It made her stomach tighten, her heart beat trip, and she could 
taste something bitter on her tongue. 


"Everyone always sounds so shocked when | say that, but | can't 
exactly blame you. She doesn't look like the type that would be into a 
robotics kid," 


"No, it's not that," Weiss said defensively, "Why is she being so 
mean to you though? | know sometimes ex's aren't nice to each 
other, but this is on another level," Weiss asked, surprising herself 
with how pushy she was being. Maybe slapping a boxer was helping 
her confidence, or maybe she was just desperate. 


"We dated for a few months, but things weren't working out and | 
broke up with her. She didn't like that, and going back to ‘just friends’ 
ended up turning into her gossiping, spreading rumors, and generally 
being a jerk," Ruby talked in a soulless voice, like she'd long since 
accepted what was happening. 


"So you broke up and she started just, lying?" 


"Some of it was lies, other parts were true, just stretched so | wasn't 
the good guy," 


"But why should what she say matters? Couldn't people just ask you 
what happened?" 


"Yeah, and some people did. It just sucks that she tried blackballing 
them too," Ruby's jaw was set as she spoke, looking mad for the first 
time since Weiss had met her. Her eyes were steely and cold like a 
blade, even knowing the look wasn't for her didn't stop the chill from 
running down her spine. 


"That's terrible. So Jaune..." 


"He stands up to her the most, so he gets it the worst," Weiss could 
still feel the tension in the hallway yesterday between Cinder and 
Jaune. 


"No wonder Jaune told me to stay away from her, and she seemed 
so nice too," 


"Jaune's advice is usually good, | always listen to him," Ruby 
explained, her voice sounding fuller, "And she does, but that's how 
she lures you in," 


"Like a spider?" 


"Yes! Cinders a lot like a spider actually, all dark and shadowy, 
sneaking up on you before she gets ya," Ruby joked, but Weiss 
wasn't laughing. 


"So when | heard you'd asked her out, was that the truth?" 


"Nope. | asked her if she could leave the Robotics team alone for the 
season, because last year she and her goons made it a nightmare at 
meets. She said, and | quote, 'Go screw yourself, Klutz,'. Then she 
walked away laughing like a movie villain. | guess she went and 


started talking crap after she left, which isn't really all that shocking 
now that | say it out loud,” 


"She really told you that?" Weiss asked, her worry maturing into full- 
blown sadness. Not for her, but for Ruby and her friends. 


"Yeah, it was about as fun as it was effective," Ruby sighed, her eyes 
dull and tired. 


"| have a question... How does all of this relate back to me? It sucks, 
but why don't you wanna talk?" 


"Because in our math class, that girl with the green hair? Her name's 
Emerald, and she's one of Cinder toadies," 


"And?" 


"And I'm sick of people who are nice to me getting bullied for it. | 
don't want that to happen to you. If we talk she'll tell Cinder and then 
Cinder's gonna make yout life a living Hell. Trust me, I've seen it 
before," 


"Oh..." Weiss said, finally realizing now that the answer had been 
dropped into her lap. "But don't | get a say?" Weiss asked, and Ruby 
raised an eyebrow at her. 


"Get a say in what? If Cinder bullies you?" 
"Yeah, don't | get a say? What if | wanna talk to you anyway?" 


"Weiss, if you talk to me you're gonna get bullied, and | don't want 
that for anyone else. Trust me, it's not worth it," Ruby said in a firm 
tone, but Weiss didn't care. 


"What if | think it's worth it? You and Jaune have been nicer to me 
than most people I've ever met, and | wanna be friends with you," 
Weiss said, trying to make her voice sound convincing, like she 
wasn't scared of Penny and Pyrrha getting turned against her. She 
had to believe they wouldn't, not over something like this. 


"Weiss, it's not worth it, trust me," Ruby pleaded, looking far too 
tired. 


"That's not for you to decide," Weiss insisted, folding her arms and 
trying her best to copy her father's serious face. 


Ruby fought, looking just as serious as Weiss before she let out a 
long breath and deflated. "You're really stubborn, aren't you?" Ruby 
pointed out, smiling with her eyes scrunched up. 

"It runs in the family," Weiss said, relaxing and smiling back. 


"So, we're friends now?" Ruby asked, sounding suspicious as she 
scanned Weiss's face for signs of hesitation. 


"Looks like it, dolt," Weiss grinned, feeling lighter than air. 


Chapter 27 


Winter sighed, her heels were somewhere in her backseat, feet 
throbbing as she hit the gas. She wasn't exactly sure if driving bear- 
foot was legal, but Qrow never seemed worried when he did it, so 
she wasn't either. That was probably a mistake, but at least she had 
someone to blame if she got a ticket. 


The Beacon parking lot was empty when she pulled in, with only the 
odd car here and there. She parked in the circle in front of the school 
where the busses sat in the mornings, staring at the back of a 
minivan as she started typing on her phone, See, right on time! 


She smiled when her phone played a jingle, putting it back in her 
purse, wondering if she'd get a response or see Weiss hoofing it 
towards her in a panic. Winter unbuckled her seatbelt and reclined 
her seat, closing her eyes and enjoying the sun on her skin. 


But after a few minutes of neither, she sat up, her eyes flicking to the 
clock on her dashboard, watching as the minutes passed by, every 
minute felt like a new weight being added around her neck. 


"It's fine, she's just wandering around somewhere," Winter said with 
her hand resting on her chest. 


Her eyes started wandering around the parking lot. She saw white 
cars, lines, clouds, and shirts, but no white hair. Well, there was 
some on an elderly teacher, but that wasn't what she was looking for. 


As her eyes scoured the parking lot, her hand started sneaking until 
it was gripping the car door. Then she saw a sight that shouldn't 
have meant anything to her, but stopped her heart cold and made 
her fingers go slack. At the edge of the lot, parked a foot over the 
line, was a red pick up truck. 


The bottom of the truck had a coat of mud over it and, even though 
she couldn't see it, there wasn't any doubt that the inside of it was 
filled with fast food bags and wrappers. It was sitting silently now, but 
she could hear the sound of it roaring to life for the first time under 
her new owner and the excited squeal that followed. Her chest 
swelled before it deflated twice as fast when she realized that, 
somehow, she couldn't remember the last time she'd ridden in it. 


"It's probably not even hers," Winter whispered before noticing the 
dented mirror. The mirror she might have dented on a midnight run 
for ice cream. A dent that should've been fixed by now. 


She tapped her fingers on the wheel as she tore her eyes away from 
the truck, forcing them towards the doors in time to watch them 
swing open. Winter let out a shaky breath when she saw the flash of 
brilliant white hair flying in the wind, the weights getting thrown from 
her neck all at once. 


But as her sister walked towards her, she realized that something 
was different. 


Weiss was wearing the same clothes and had the same rigid posture 
as earlier, but something about the way she walked was different. It 
was easier like she was more relaxed now than when she was at 
home. Oh, and let's not forget to mention the beaming smile she had 
on her lips as she put her phone in her pocket. 


Weiss saw the bug quickly and was walking towards the car with a 
bounce in her step. Winter waited to hear her phone chime, 
expecting Weiss to have just sent her a text asking where she 
parked, but the noise never came. Not even when Weiss opened the 
door and was sliding into the front seat. 


"Hey, Win, how was work?" Weiss asked as she tossed her 
backpack on the floor, the car shook like someone was jumping on 
the hood. 


"A kid threw up in my office and it was the highlight of my day," 
Winter said, drinking up the sight of her sister's smiling face like it 
had been years since she'd had a drop. "What about you? How was 
your day? Did anything good happen?" 


"Good's a bit too strong, but it was fine Oobleck gave a great lecture 
on... Something. That should tell you how great it was," Weiss 
giggled, twirling a finger in her hair. 


"Even without your music? | thought you'd call me begging to bring 
you a pair by noon," 


"Wow, you really have faith in me, don't you?" Weiss teased, looking 
out the window as Winter put the car in drive and left the parking lot. 


“Come on now, | said | thought about it. | have a little faith in my 
baby sister, but just a smidge,” Winter said, pulling onto the road as 
Weiss watched the school disappear in the mirror. 


"For your information, | only had withdrawal symptoms for a few 
hours. The rest of the time... Well, | made it through," Weiss said as 
a shiver rolled down her spine. 


"And how'd you manage that? Breathing exercises, coping 
mechanism, determination? I'd love to know, it might help my other 
patients," Winter teased, feeling some life flow back into her when 
Weiss blushed. 


"| had people to talk to," She muttered, and Winter felt her heart 
soar. 


"You made friends?" Winter asked, feeling way too much like a mom 
for her own good, looking away from the road and at Weiss before 
swerving back into her own lane. 


"| mean... Yeah," Weiss nodded, her eyes wide like even she 
couldn't believe it. 


"Weiiiiss! I'm so proud of you! Tell me about them!" Win cried, 
looking for a spot to pull over so she could attack her sister with 
hugs. 


"There's nothing to tell. | met these two girls in my first hour and we 
started talking yesterday. Then today we talked a lot more, and we 
hung out at lunch. They actually gave me their numbers. It's a little 
weird texting someone other than you and Klein, but | like it," 


"Look at miss popular over here! | told you it would happen! Maybe 
we should go out and get something good for dinner? We never got 
to go out yesterday after all," Winter said, raising an eyebrow, an 
array of delicious smells filling her imagination and making her drool. 
"Anything but barbecue," 


Weiss looked out at the window and for a moment, she looked like 
her old self. No bags under her eyes, no scar, and a smile in full 
view. Then, she bit her lip and clenched her hands into fists, like she 
was getting ready for a fight. 


"That's fine, but |... | have a question for you," Weiss gulped, looking 
out the window. 


"And what's the question?" Winter wondered, her stomach feeling 
uneasy. 


"Have you ever dated anyone?" They were simple words, but they 
made every muscle in Winter's body tense. 


"That's a little out of nowhere," Winter had figured she'd have to tell 
Weiss about Qrow one day, but she always hoped it was far off in the 
distance. But even if it was, she still would have been just as lost as 
she was now, "Yeah, | did. It was a while ago," 


"And you never told me?" Weiss questioned in a weak voice, her 
eyes migrating down to her hands. 


"| never thought | needed to. We dated for a while, but things... Well, 
we broke it off," Winter explained, every word burning like a knife 
wound as she spoke. 


"But why didn't you tell me? We talked all the time when you were 
out here, but you never mentioned any guy once," Weiss 
complained, her tone rising. 


"He was just a guy, Weiss, it wasn't serious," Winter said, trying to 
keep her voice from trembling. 


"It doesn't matter if it wasn't serious, what matters is you didn't tell 
me. If you dated him then there must have been something 
important about him, unless there's been more than one?" 


"No, it was only him. And there wasn't any real reason, it just sort of 
happened,” She shrugged, knowing there were plenty of reasons. 
"I'm sorry, ok? You were at the manor and | didn't want you worrying 
about my dumb love life, or lack there of," 


"You're my sister, of course I'm gonna worry about your dumb love 
life," Weiss insisted, her jaw set as she looked out the window, 
silence festering between them. 


Winter bit her lip, looking at Weiss out of the corner of her eyes, 
thinking of something to say. Should she say anything? What could 
she even say? 


"What was it like?" Weiss asked, still looking out the window. 

"How do you mean?" 

"Dating someone. What was it like?" 

"It was," Winter said before pausing, trying to think of the right words, 


"A roller coaster. Some days were great, other days we were at each 
others throats, but we were always on each others side. It was nice, 


feeling like no matter what | always had someone at my side, 
pushing me on," 


Winter stopped at a red light, watching her sisters still shape like it 
was a panther waiting to strike. "That sounds nice. Peaceful," 


"Sort of, it was mostly chaotic. There was never a boring day, that's 
for sure," Winter chuckled, thinking about all the times she and Qrow 
would fight over where to go for breakfast before agreeing to stay in 
and watch a movie and eat waffles. 


Weiss looked at her sister, eyes hesitant, like she didn't wanna talk 
anymore, "Did you love him?" 


Winter let out a laugh, before a cold smile fell onto her lips, "I wasn't 
sure for awhile there, but | think | did. If that wasn't what love is, | 
don't know what is," she said, sounding like she was telling the end 
to a tragic romance story. 


Weiss took a deep breath and clenched her fists, just as the light 
turned green and Winter started to move, "Then what happened? 
Why'd you guys break up?" 


"Like | said, things didn't work out..." Winter said, her hands 
clenching the steering wheel to hide how much they were shaking. 


"What does that mean though? Why not?" 


"Weiss, | don't wanna talk about it, ok? Why don't you tell me more 
about your friends?" 


"Why can't you just tell me? There has to be a reason, right? You 
don't just break up with someone for no reason, right?" 


"Weiss, | love you, but just drop it," Winter said in a gentle tone, she 
could feel her temples start to ache the longer this conversation went 
on. 


"| don't wanna drop it, | wanna know why you broke up with Qrow," 


"Can we just-" Winter started before she froze, "How'd you know his 
name was Qrow’?" 


"If you don't wanna talk about it neither do I," Weiss spat, furring her 
eyebrows. 


The car was silent as they pulled into the parking lot of their 
apartment, with Winter putting the car in park and taking a deep 
breath. 


"See you inside," Weiss snapped, throwing the door open and 
climbing out with her backpack before slamming it shut. 


Winter was left stunned as she watched Weiss rush into their 
building, alone. 


Winters hands were still stuck to the steering wheel, her breathing 
was strained, and it felt like her eyes were about to explode with 
tears. And ya know what? That's exactly what she did. 


She fell forward and rested her head on the wheel, the cool leather 
feeling nice as burning tears started making their way down her face, 
staining her sleeves. She was gasping for breath as she closed her 
eyes tight, forcing air into her lungs before letting it out in a long 
groan. 


She could understand why Qrow would hate her, she could 
understand why the girls would hate her, but Weiss? She couldn't 
take that. Not her. Anyone but her. 


Chapter 28 


Weiss's keys jingled in her hands as she tried to grab the right one 
off the ring, which shouldn't have been hard because the only keys 
she had were for her apartment and their mailbox downstairs. "Damn 
it," She whispered as she dropped the keys, fumbling to pick them 
up off the checkered carpet. 


The elevator dinged down the hall and Weiss felt her back stiffen. 
Her eyes were stinging and blurry, but she managed to grab the 
bigger of the two keys. She tried to put it in, but only managed to 
scratch the side of the lock. She wiped her eyes and tried again, 
managing to get it on the fourth try before the heavy bolt clicked 
open. 


She swung the door open and rushed inside, her arms and legs felt 
like noodles as she slammed the door behind her. She heard her 
neighbor pound on the wall, or maybe it was just the blood pounding 
in her ears like a jackhammer. 


"What the hell just happened?" She asked herself as she bit her 
knuckle, "Fuck," she whispered as she started pacing around the 
kitchen, tasting blood. 


"Fuck!" She screamed, slamming her hand down on the table and 
sending the salt and pepper flying. Her hand was red and hot, like 
when she'd smacked Yang but ten times worse. The pain was far off 
in her mind, as a blanket of numbness started to overtake her. 


She sighed as she dropped her hand to her side, like a soldier who's 
lost the will to fight. She lumbered into her room, closing the door 
quietly behind her even though she wanted to break it off its hinges. 


She looked around her room for what felt like the first time, and for 
the first time she felt utterly suffocated. 


The walls were barren of pictures, posters, knick knacks, shelves, or 
anything else that might give it a drop of life. The desk looked like it 
was a prop in a play with how sparse it was, and the bed reminded 
her of something you'd find in a dollhouse. 


Flashes of Pyrrha, Penny, Yang, Blake, and even ruby popped into 
her mind, and she imagined what their rooms looked like. They were 
all so fun, happy, and expressive, she could never imagine any of 
them having a room that was so... dead. 


She dropped her backpack on the ground with a hard thud, pacing 
around the small room and tracing her fingers on the wall. She 
touched the cool wood of her dressed and paused. Slowly and 
carefully, like she was an old woman afraid to break her hip, she got 
on her knees like she was praying before pulling open the bottom 
drawer. 


Normally the sea of CDs in the drawer made her heart soar and 
brought a smile to her face, even if it was small. She could feel the 
music when she touched the plastic, but today they were silent. 
Instead, they left her feeling empty and alone, longing for something, 
but she wasn't sure what. 


She reached out and picked something random, grabbing her player 
and popping the disk in and hitting the start button. A trombone 
started playing and Weiss let out a weak chuckle as she thought 
about her Jazz phase. She probably could've remembered the name 
of the band and the song, but she didn't feel up to it. Honestly, she 
wasn't even up for standing anymore, she was too tired. 


She leaned back on the floor, sprawling out and looking up at her 
blank white ceiling, just like at the manor. 


Weiss sniffled, finding that her nose was running like a faucet. Then, 
she touched her eyes and found they were drenched. It took her a 
moment to notice over the sound of the drums, but she was sobbing 
and groaning like a baby. She rolled onto her side and sobbed, 


wrapping her arms around her knees as she closed her eyes tight, 
her chest hitching as she forced air into her lungs. 


Her scar was healed, she was in school, in a different country with 
her sister, and she still felt exactly the same as when she was locked 
in that damn room in the manor alone. The longer she cried the 
worse she cried, and wasn't sure if she'd have the strength to get up 
ever again. 


Then, she felt her leg vibrate. She ignored it until it stopped but it 
started again without missing a beat. This went on for minutes, and 
Weiss growled as she sat up, throwing off her earbuds as she pulling 
her phone out, "Would you leave me the hell alone for five minutes?" 
Weiss wailed, winding up to throw her phone across the room. 


"| haven't talked to you since lunch, but | guess | could leave you 
alone for a few minutes," said the familiar voice of a certain track 
Star. 


"Pyrrha! I-l'm sorry, | just-" 


"Don't worry about it, we've all had those days we've had to scream 
at someone. But next time try yelling into a pillow, it helps muffle the 
noise," 


Weiss let out a snotty laugh, wiping her nose on her hand, "I'll try 
that next time, thanks," There was silence on the other end, and 
Weiss wondered if she should hang up the phone to save them both 
from the awkwardness. 


"Wanna talk about it? | hear that helps even better than the pillow," 
Pyrrha said softly, like she was stepping on glass. 


"It's nothing, | just got into a fight with my sister is all, no big deal," 


"If it wasn't a big deal then you wouldn't be crying, would you?" She 
asked, and Weiss bit her lip, "What happened?" 


"| don't wanna worry you or anything Pyrrha, it's not-" 
"Weiss?" Pyrrha cut in, her voice hard but gentle. 
"Yeah?" 

"Are we friends?" 

"Yes?" She said in a trembling voice. 

"Correct. Do you know what that means?" 

"|... I'm not sure. I've never really had friends before," 


"It means that talking about what's going on in our lives, hard stuff 
like this, isn't a bother. Friends are there for each other. Friends trust 
each other, even when it's hard. Got it?" Pyrrha said, sounding 
exactly how Winter used to when they were back in that manor, 
before all of this. 


"| think so," Weiss nodded, sniffling as more tears slid down her 
cheek. 


"Good," Pyrrha said, sounding relieved, "Now, what happened?" 


"My sister moved out a few years ago. We talked all the time, but | 
just found out she apparently had... Well, she had a lot of stuff going 
on behind the scenes that she didn't tell me about. Important stuff, or 
at least | think it was important. She fell in love with someone and 
broke up with him, and | just found out about it today. | tried talking to 
her about it, but she didn't say much. | got mad, she got mad, | 
stormed off and now I'm in my room and she's somewhere else,” 


Weiss took a breath, her mouth dry as a desert after talking so 
much. There was a long silence on Pyrrha's end, but Weiss knew an 
answer would come. 


"What are you thinking?" 


"That she lied to me. Or, maybe she didn't lie but it feels like she 
didn't trust me. And for the person I've trusted more than anyone 
else to feel that way... It hurts so much," 


"That sounds awful, no wonder you're upset. I'd probably be a mess 
of tissues and chocolate ice cream if | were you," She said, and 
Weiss felt something odd in her core. Understood. 


"What do you think you're gonna do?" 


"Wait, | guess. I'll have to see her again at some point," Weiss 
sighed, standing up and sitting on her bed. 


"What're you gonna say?" 


"|... Uh, | have no idea. | just stormed off, what exactly am | 
supposed to tell her?" 


"That you were mad and wanted to be alone?" 


"That wouldn't be the worst thing," Weiss admitted, rubbing her eyes 
dry. 


"It's not exactly easy to think when you're in a heap of tears, I've 
been there more times than | can count." Pyrrha chuckled, bringing a 
smile to Weiss's lips. 


"Should | tell her I'm sorry?" 

"Are you?" 

"About running off like that, yeah. But I'm not sorry | asked. | don't 
like how she kept that stuff from me, it feels wrong," Weiss said, 
thinking about how much it stung hearing her sister admit she'd 
dated Qrow. 


"Then tell her that. Tell her what you feel, that's a good place to start. 
After that, I'm sure you'll figure it out, you're smart. But if you need 


any help, don't hesitate to call," Pyrrha said, and Weiss felt a bit of 
life return to her as she smiled. 


"I'm not sure if I'm that smart, but thanks Pyrrha," She said as she 
laid down on her bed, the soft blankets feeling like heaven. 


"Don't sell yourself short there, Weiss, ever," Pyrrha said, dead 
serious. 


Weiss heard something in the background of Pyrrha's phone, and 
then heard Pyrrha yell something back. "The freshmen are starting 
to race backwards for some reason and Coach isn't happy, so | 
should probably get back to practice. But if you need to talk, I'll be 
out in a few hours, ok?" 


"Hold on, why'd you call in the first place? Or did you just guess | 
needed someone to talk to?" 


"Oh, | totally forgot! Blake told me you're thinking about coming to 
Yangs boxing match tomorrow?" 


"Yeah, why?" 


"Well stop thinking about it and come! Penny and | will both be there, 
and we're going to get some ice cream after to celebrate, which 
you're totally invited to. Are you coming?" 


"| feel like if | say no you're gonna track me down and drag me 
there," 


"| can neither confirm nor deny that," She said, and Weiss let out a 
deep laugh. 


"Then | guess I'll be there," Weiss relented, pulling the phone away 
from her ear when she heard Pyrrha woop in success. 


"Perfect! Meet you at the gym after school! Remember to call if you 
need anything! I'll talk to you later," 


"Bye, Pyrrha... Thanks for talking,” 


"Anytime," Pyrrha said, and Weiss could almost picture her smile as 
she hung up. 


Weiss dropped her phone somewhere on her bed, putting her hands 
behind her head. She was still mad, still sad, but there was a sense 
of peace now, like she could think more clearly. 


Her eyes were heavy, and she didn't try to fight the drowsiness that 
was coming over her. Instead she crawled under the covers and 
wrapped herself up in a ball of blankets, drifting off to sleep. 


-AIN- 


Hey everyone, how've you been liking the story so far? All the 
comments I've been getting have been awesome, and l'Il always 
take more! But | hope everyone's enjoying this stuff with Weiss, 
it's been interesting writing for her and I hope I've been doing a 
good job. But if not, Imk as always. Not much to say other than 
that, | hope everyone has a great week and I'll see you next 
time! 


Chapter 29 


Winter wasn't sure how long she sat in her car, sobbing to herself. 
When she did eventually look up, the sun had set and taken the 
warmth of the day with it. She was shivering as the cold nipped at 
her, and she couldn't help but remember the frigid nights she had in 
Atlas, how lonely it felt looking out into the raging blizzards and only 
seeing white. 


"Just... Give her some time to breathe," Winter said to herself ina 
shaky voice that sounded foreign and broken. Her hands were worse 
though, vibrating like she'd finished a pot of coffee, needing both 
hands to twist the key. The engine let out a weak growl, that 
sounded like it was going to sputter out and die. Before that could 
happen, Winter put the car in drive and set off down the road, to... 
somewhere. 


Winter drove slow, watching the dim streetlights of the city dance 
through her window, the occasional neon sign giving some dull 
splashes of color on the gray night. She took random lefts and rights, 
going straight for blocks because she could. 


Her mind was silent as midnight, and whenever she tried to think 
about what had been said, she ended up biting her lip and trying to 
keep her breathing level. Cars passed her by as she dug in her 
pocket, pulling out her phone. 


She looked away from the road to unlock it, fingers messing up her 
password. Eventually, she managed to open it, hitting the contacts 
button. But as she tapped the screen, the light in front of her flipped 
from green to red, and Winter wasn't looking. What she did notice 
was the blasting car horn from beside her. 


She had no idea if they were honking at her, she actually doubted it, 
but her head shot up nonetheless. Winter's eyes whipped around 
and saw the car she was racing towards and slammed on the 


breaks, dropping the phone on the ground as she gripped the wheel 
with both hands. 


The bug groaned as it slid, coming to a stop an inch away from the 
car in front of her, her heart hammering in her chest as she 
remembered what it was like last time she was in a car wreck. 


"Calm down," Winter stuttered, feeling anything but. She saw flashes 
of dark eyes and hearing a pained shriek as a bad man got what he 
deserved. The crash, the seat belt cutting into her, the thick smell of 
blood, Qrow... 


Winter blinked, looking around her like she'd woken up from a 
dream. Oddly enough, she knew exactly where she was. The nearby 
shops, the skyline, the nearby park, she'd been here a million times. 


Winter reached for her phone, but it had fallen on the far corner of 
the passenger seat. Even stretching, she was inches short. The light 
turned green and cars started to move, and Winter groaned. Even 
though it was the last place she was wanted, or at least in the top 
three, Winter found herself turning towards the park. 


The parking lot hadn't changed much since the last time she'd been 
there, not that she'd expected it to. It was filled with loose gravel that 
crunched under the bugs' tires, instantly bringing her back to the 
summer. 


She'd picked the farthest spot from the windows, keeping out of the 
light and staying as far to the edge of the parking lot as she could. 
She turned off her light when she parked, keeping the engine 
running and she looked at the bright red sign hanging over the door, 
Vale Sweets. 


The line that normally stretched into the parking lot was currently 
made up of a pair of parents with their two small boys, and a young 
couple whose arms were wrapped around each other. 


She looked away, feeling guilty for watching them before unclicking 
her seatbelt and reaching across the seat to grab her phone. She 
froze when she looked at the wallpaper of her phone, a picture of her 
and Weiss sitting on the couch, Winter was sticking her tongue out in 
a goofy smile while Weiss had her arms crossed and was turning 
away, a grin on her face. 


They'd been watching one of Weiss's reality tv shows, and Winter 
had managed to get her to smile for it... She stared at the photo like 
she was lost in a trance before going to her contacts. 


Winter didn't have to slide down far to find Amy's name, the call 
history in her phone switching between Amy, Weiss, and James 
constantly. Winter clicked on it and waited as the phone rang, 
chewing on her thumbnail as she watched the couple order and the 
line go down to nothing. 


" Hey whoever you are! Sorry, | can't get to the -" but hung up before 
the message could finish. 


"Probably with that new guy of hers, what's his name again?" Winter 
asked herself half-heartedly before forgetting the question and 
scrolling through the rest of her contacts. 


"James?" Winter asked, thinking of his kind smile and his easy voice. 
"No, he probably stayed late again, the last thing he needs right now 
is to hear another sob story," Winter said, chuckling softly to herself 
as she kept scrolling. 


"Ghira and Kali? No," She mumbled, scrolling further down, past her 
associates and clients. Then she passed Ruby's name, and Winter 
felt the muscles at the side of her mouth move, realizing she was 
smiling. 


The smile stayed as she went past Blake, Yang, Ren, and Jaune, 
knowing that she should probably delete most of their numbers 
already. It was nice to have when she was constantly with all of 
them, buzzing around from event to event and needing to know 


where each of them had wandered off to, but those times had long 
since ended, and were never coming back. Then, she passed the 
contact she knew she should have deleted by now... Qrow. 


Her thumb hovered over the name, knowing if she clicked it she 
could go back and read their texts one more time. She could read 
the sweet things her blackbird used to say to her, and feel like she 
wasn't alone for a moment. 


She closed her eyes and leaned her forehead on the steering wheel, 
closing her eyes. Then, she felt the most peculiar thing. It was a long 
hum or buzz that went on for a second before it stopped, only to 
continue a moment later... "It's probably just Amy," She said ina 
panicked tone, her blood running cold as she bolted up and jumped 
at her phone. She flipped it over and read the two words she 
could've done anything not to read: Calling Qrow . 


"Fuck!" She cried, tapping the end button a thousand times a 
second, muttering curses under her breath as it rang. But she was 
lucky, something she normally can't say, and it stopped vibrating 
before a voice could come through the other end. 


She leaned back in her seat, dropping the phone in the seat next to 
her, "Why can't life ever be easy? Just for five minutes, | want 
something to not fall apart on me," She breathed, sweating like she'd 
just ran a mile. 


As if on cue, she felt the seat next to her start to vibrate again, "No... 
," She choked, forcing her eyes to the passenger seat and finding 
the screen facing down. "It's probably just Amy calling me back," She 
said, the words not sounding Any more realistic the second time she 
said them. 


She reached a trepid handout, hovering over the phone like it would 
burn her. She flipped it over, and instead of reading the name of her 
friend, she read, Incoming Call From Qrow . 


"No! You've got to be kidding me!" She yelled, throwing the door 
open and fumbling outside of the car and slamming the door shut 
behind her. She could still hear the phone vibrating and saw her 
reflection as the phone screen illuminated the window. She had bags 
under her bloodshot eyes, and her skin looked paler than usual, just 
like Amy said. 


Winter ran her fingers through her hair, walking around the parking 
lot in circles, "Why did | do that? Oooh my God, Why?" She said 
breathlessly, feeling how flushed her face was. 


She heard the door open to the ice cream shop and saw a couple 
leaving, arm in arm as they turned and started walking through the 
park, like young couples always do. 


What caught her attention more than the couple was the chalkboard 
sign outside of the shop, which was lit up from the lights inside. The 
writing was hard to make out in the dark, but there were two words 
written in cursive that she recognized, "Atlas Vanilla? Guess it was 
too popular for you to never stock again, huh?" Winter said to 
nobody, carefully making her way closer to the shop. 


She hid in the shadows like a ninja, careful to keep away from any 
prying eyes as she looked through the window. The only customers 
were the parents sitting with their child at one of the tables, laughing 
and smiling as they ate. 


She couldn't look in the backroom, but there were only two 
employees at the counter. There was a boy and a girl, both of whom 
had glazed over expressions as they cleaned. Winter waited fora 
few minutes, watching and waiting to see if anyone would come out 
of the backroom. Sighing, half from relief and half from fear, she 
stepped into the light and into the shop. 


"Welcome to Vale Sweets, how may | help you?" said the girl in an 
uninterested tone, dressed in the shop's red and white striped 
uniform. 


“Two bowls of Atlas Vanilla," Winter said quietly and quickly, keeping 
her eyes low and wishing she had a hood or a baseball cap to cover 
her face. 


"Really? You know that stuff is super salty, right?" She asked like she 
was talking to a toddler. 


"I know, | like it that way," 


"Do you want any toppings? I've heard it helps if you get chocolate 
or something with it," 


"No thank you," 
"What about sauces?" 


"I'm good, she doesn't really like sweets," Winter mumbled, feeling 
odd having someone ask what her order was after not needing to for 
years. 


"Alright then, that'll be right up," She said, leisurely walking down the 
line as she started talking to the guy next to her. Well, it was more 
flirting than talking, but Winter didn't mind. 


Winter put her hands in her pocket and started walking around the 
counter, looking at all the new flavors that the shop had in stock. 
Some were new and from places that she probably couldn't imagine, 
but most of them were favorites that she recognized like old friends. 


"Miss, | can ring you up down here," The boy said at the far end of 
the ice cream counter near the register. Winter turned and saw the 
boy smile, then felt a wave of terror shoot down her back as she 
heard the click of shoes come from the back room. 


"I'll take care of this hun, leave it to me," Winter heard a shrill voice 
say before settling in behind the counter. 


The woman had blonde hair that was put up in a loose, yet elegant 
bun. She had then glasses on that made her green eyes look sharp 


as daggers, her arms carefully folded over her chest. The blonde 
was only an inch taller than Winter, but it felt like a mile as she 
looked down with her then smile, "Hello, Winter" 


"Hey, Glynda..." Winter muttered, wondering if it was too late to 
run... 


Chapter 30 


"So, what brings you by?" Glynda asked in a sarcastic tone, her 
smile tight as she rested her hands on the counter, her bright red nail 
tapping next to the cups. 


"Ice cream..." Winter said, forcing herself to hold Glynda's gaze but it 
was like looking at a typhoon rushing at you, knowing it would slam 
into you and end it all. You couldn't do anything to stop it, but it made 
you feel strong looking at it anyway, until it all goes black that is. 


"Is there anything else | can get for you?" the girl asked half 
heartedly, either ignoring or totally missing the death glare Glynda 
was sporting. 


"| can handle it Jess, can you go clean up the back? Actually, why 
don't you and Jack go and take your break? Be back in twenty?" 
Glynda said, the girl blushed and looked away. 


"But | already took my break," Jess said, looking back towards the 
boy who was busy on his phone. 


"Have fun," Glynda winked, and Jess beamed. 


"Thanks Glynda!" She exclaimed, turning on her heel and giving a 
rushed explanation to the boy as she dragged him past the counter 
and through the front door. 


"That was nice of you," Winter said, noticing the lingering smile on 
her lips. 


"They're young and in love, or that's what the gossip around the 
shop is. | haven't asked either of them about it, but | don't think | 
have to," Winter could only guess the memories she was in right 
now, but it would be shocking if she was with anyone other than 
James. 


"Now, back to the topic at hand," Glynda said in a dark voice that 
sent shivers of fear shaking down Winter's spine. "I can tell you 
wanted ice cream from how you bought ice cream in my shop, but 
what | want to Know is why you came here of all places when | told 
you never to come back?" Glynda smiled as she talked, but it was 
bloody and savage, like how a hunter grinned after dealing the last 
blow to their prey. 


"Look, if you don't wanna serve me that's fine, but I'd really rather not 
get interrogated tonight," 


"Come on, it's a simple question, it's not like you have anything to 
lose," Glynda said slowly, her nails trailing up the side of the cup like 
she was about to push it onto the floor. 


"| thought you were gone when | didn't see your car in the parking 
lot. If | Knew you were here | would've just left you alone," Winter 
said, cutting herself off before she could say something she couldn't 
take back. 


"If I'd been out here when you'd come in | wouldn't have. But now I'm 
sitting here with two bowls of ice cream and I'd rather not put it in the 
tub," Glynda looked down at the ice cream, raising an eyebrow 
before shaking her head, "Are you gonna answer me, or are you 
gonna wait for it to melt?" 


"It's not like there are a ton of places to buy Atlas Vanilla," Winter 
said quickly, the words tasting sour as she said them. 


"| guess | wasn't there when you finally developed a sweet tooth, 
Winter. You aren't doing late night ice cream runs anymore, so | 
didn't think it would ever happen," Glynda said, letting out a laugh 
that cut like a whip. 


"Do you want my money or not?" Winter said, her hands trembling. 


"We're a business at the end of the day, so | feel like | have to say 
yes," 


Winter pulled out her wallet, being extra sure she didn't drop it on the 
floor, last thing she needed was to hear that cackle of a laugh again. 
She grabbed a twenty and handed it to the blonde who hardly 
needed to pull to take it from her fingers. "Just give the change to the 
lovebirds as a tip," Winter said, reaching out and taking the cups 
before anything else could go wrong. 


"Have a day, don't come back," Glynda waved as she counted the 
change, not looking up as Winter turned around, a cup in each hand. 


Winter felt her heart pounding in her chest and the only thing she 
could hear the blood in her ears. It felt electricity was shooting up 
and down her skin, every nerve ending prickled like a tiny needle 
had stabbed it. 


Why the Hell did | even come here? Winter thought to herself, her 
hands almost crushing the cups as she rushed blindly towards the 
door. 


But then, out of the corner of her eye, Winter saw something rush 
past her legs, and she almost tripped, wobbling back and forth. She 
turned to look at the blob, but before she could make anything out 
something ran into her like a truck. 


The air flew out of her lungs as she hit the ground, landing hard on 
her ribs and knee, her head filling with lights as it hit the ground. She 
heard people talking around her in rushed tones that she couldn't 
understand, her head was spinning and she couldn't see anything 
more than shapes standing above her. 


She closed her eyes and caught her breath, waiting for the world to 
stop moving and for words to make sense again. She was sore, and 
probably would be for a few days, but thankfully nothing felt broken. 


The first thing she noticed was the man standing over her, the 
husband who she'd seen eating with his family earlier. He was 
talking to her, but before she could even open her mouth he was 


rushing out the door with his wife and kid. The second thing she 
noticed was that her right hand felt a lot lighter than her left. 


Winter looked around her and saw that it looked like a snowman had 
been murdered. White blood was all over the ground in heaps and 
piles that were quickly starting to turn into sugary goo. Somehow, 
none of it had ended up on her. 


"What happened?" She asked, looking up to Glynda who was 
walking around the counter, laughing. 


"That nimrod and his son were racing to get to the door or 
something, guess he didn't stop and look to see if anyone was in the 
way. Oh yeah, then he left without helping me clean up, how rude is 
that?" Glynda said, standing over Winter and chuckling with a hand 
over her grinning face. 


For a moment, Winter's face burned with shame. She wanted to cry, 
scream, punch the ground, and beg for forgiveness all at once, and it 
felt like she might break... then, Winter looked up and suddenly 
felt... Done. 


She was sore, tired, stressed, and still had no idea what she'd be 
walking home to. Exhausted. She was exhausted. She didn't wanna 
cry anymore, she just wanted to go home and lie in her bed and look 
up at the ceiling while listening to the traffic. She wouldn't sleep, but 
at least there wasn't anything too bad she could fuck up there. 
Maybe she'd never wanna get up again. 


"Sorry, I'll leave," Winter said in an emotionless tone, ignoring the 
pain in her head as she stood, cradling the surviving cup as she 
walked towards the door. 


"What? You're gonna leave me to clean this up by myself?" Glynda 
called in that same sarcastic tone, and to the woman's surprise, 
Winter paused. 


"Yes," She said flatly, turning around and looking at Glynda with a 
blank face. 


Glynda's smile shattered, and for the first time in a long time, she 
was left speechless. Thankfully, it didn't last, and Winter never even 
got to jingle the bell before Glynda had regained her composure. 


"How about | get you a replacement? You could sit down for a bit 
and we can talk. You already paid for it, so it's only fair," 


"Don't worry about it, you should probably clean up the ice cream 
before someone falls," Winter said in a far away tone, like wasn't 
really thinking about what she was saying. 


"This mess can wait. | don't wanna be mean, but | don't think those 
two can last the whole twenty minutes," Glynda winked, sad when 
Winter didn't even crack a smile. She wasn't blank anymore either, 
her lip was trembling and her hand was gripping the handle so hard 
Glyna was scared she might break it off. 


"Could you stop talking? Please?" Winter said, her voice shaking. 


"Winter, come and sit down, it'll take two seconds for me to-" Glynda 
felt something smash into her forehead, then felt the cold ice cream 
fly into her hair, down her shirt, and even on her face. 


"For once would you just shut up! | don't want your ice cream! You 
wanna know why I came here? Well at least you're talking to me 
now! Even though you made it very clear that you'd rather see me 
dead than talk to me again last time | was here!" Winter seethed, her 
eyes blazing as she took a step towards Glynda, who stepped back. 


"If you need to know so badly, like | Know you do, | almost fucking 
crashed and you were the closest parking lot for me to freak out in! | 
saw a flavor you banned just because | liked it back on your menu, 
and wanted to get some to try and make up with my sister. There, 
can | go now?" Winter yelled, her face a fiery red and her breathing 
ragged. 


Glynda looked at Winter's shape and took her in for the first time in 
months. Winter had never had a lot of spare meat on her bones, but 
she was thinner now than Glynda had ever seen her, looking 
borderline anorexic. She had black bags under her eyes that looked 
like they'd been there for too long, and Glynda found herself 
wondering when the last time Winter had gotten a full night's sleep. 


"What? Nothing clever to say? Guess that's my cue to go and die, 
just like you wanted,” Winter huffed, stomping towards the door. 


"Wait," Glynda said weakly, and to her shock, Winter did, "I might've 
been a bit aggressive the last time we talked..." Glynda admitted, 
flinching when she heard a harsh laugh. 


"A bit aggressive? Do you know how hard it was to hide that bruise? 
| had to use makeup for a month!" 


"Ok, | was a total bitch about it. What do you want me to say? You 
broke Qrows heart!" 


"And | told you why! | know what | did was shitty, but would you really 
not have done the same thing?" Winter asked, her eyes begging for 
sympathy. 


"And | gave you a warning. | told you if you broke his heart | would 
never forgive you, | made that crystal clear," 


"That doesn't answer the question," Winter fought, her eyes stinging 
as she held back tears. 


"No. | wouldn't have broken up with him the night he was going to 
propose," Glynda said coldly, and Winter buckled like she'd been 
punched in the stomach. "I think you were scared and ran, and now 
you feel bad because you can't go back," 


"At least | Know how you feel now, not like that was ever an issue, 
but still," Winter said, wiping her tears on her sleeve, her heart 
burning as it ripped itself to shreds. 


"But, like | said, | was being a total bitch when | said a lot of that 
stuff. You hurt someone | was close to, and | was mad. | still am..." 
Glynda said, her mouth opening and closing like she was thinking 
about saying more, "Did Qrow ever tell you that | knew he used to 
come here by himself at night?" Glynda said softly as she picked up 
the ice cream cups and walked them to the trash. 


Winter felt a shot of embarrassment shoot through her despite the 
anger,"You did? How? You were never there, or that's what he told 
me," Winter questioned, her face red from more than just anger now. 


"What can I say, teenagers like to gossip, especially when it's about 
regulars, and double especially when it's about one of their 
coworkers families. So when one of the cute regulars comes in the 
middle of night just to get his girlfriends favorite flavor, news travels 
pretty quickly," 


"What does this have to do with anything?" Winter asked, feet frozen 
to the ground. 


"Because one of the girls asked him why did it, and he told her that 
he gets it for his girlfriend when she had a bad day, or when she was 
mad at him. So when | saw the two cups | couldn't help but wonder if 
everything was ok," Glynda said trepidly as she dropped the cups 
into the garbage, watching them fall. 


Winter wondered if she should just walk away, she'd already done 
more than enough damage for one night and she didn't have to 
stand here and answer Glynda's questions. But when Glynda turned 
to her, something about her eyes made Winter hesitate. She wasn't 
sure if it was sympathy, curiosity, or genuine worry, but it was clear 
that she was desperate to know and it wasn't for gossip. 


"It's bad. She... She started asking about why | broke up with Qrow, 
and | had no idea what to tell her," Whatever glynda had been 
expecting, that wasn't it. The woman's eyes went wide, and for the 
second time that night she was left speechless. "I shut down, and 


she got so mad she stormed up to the apartment in tears," Winter 
said, sounding exhausted. 


"Jesus, | thought it would be bad but damn," Glynda said, trying to 
find the right words to say. "What do you think you're gonna tell her?" 
She asked, scooping ice cream out of her hair. 


"What would | even say? I'm a fucking therapist and | have no idea 
what to do. Tell her the truth and watch her either punch me or break 
down in tears? Yeah, great option," Winter said laughing weakly. 


"You really think she'd do that?" 


"Maybe? | don't know, she's already been through so much, | don't 
wanna put her through anything else," Winter said, taking a deep 
breath, "What would you do?" 


Glynda opened her mouth to say something, then stopped, "I have 
no idea," She admitted, watching the hope die in Winter's eyes. 


They stood there, silently staring at each other, both of them unsure 
of what to say next. Winter moved, and for a moment Glynda was 
worried she'd go for the door again, but instead she walked past 
Glynda and behind the counter. She rummaged around before 
grabbing a rag and walking back, getting on her knees and cleaning, 


"You don't have to do that, the kids will mop it up later," 


"Just let me do something, ok? If | sit here doing nothing but think I'm 
gonna go crazy," Winter sniffled, wiping her face half dry again. 


"At least let me help then. Oh wait, it's my store," Glynda said, 
reaching over the counter and grabbing another rag before squatting 
and getting to work. 


They cleaned without talking, each of them grabbing a handful of ice 
cream and walking it over to the garbage to throw the goop away. 


"Her name's Weiss, right? How's she been doing? When | met her, | 
honestly wasn't sure if she knew I was there," Glynda said, 
remembering the far off look in the girls right eye, her left covered in 
bandages. 


"| think so, she's still pretty scared of people, but the past few 
months she's been doing a lot better. | think she's making friends at 
school, but I'm not really sure. It's just a feeling, but she hasn't said 
anything if she has," Winter said, sporting a faint smile that could've 
been blown away by the wind. 


"Well that's good, at least she isn't coming home and crying every 
day... That might not be the best way to put that, but you know what 
| mean," Glynda said, and Winter let out a huff of air that some might 
have said was laughter. 


"| guess you're right. But | was really hoping that she'd be bringing 
friends home after a few months, maybe a boy or something," Winter 
said, her voice heavy with guilt. 


"Was it that easy when you got out of that nightmare factory?" 
"What do you mean? Where?" 


"Your old place in Atlas with your dad, the manor. If even half the 
stories you told us were true, no wonder it's taking her so long to get 
used to the real world," Glynda said, her words sounding eerily 
similar to James, just in a higher and more judgmental tone. 


"|... Ugh, you're right. | Know you're right. If | was in her position I'd 
be way worse off, she's stronger than me, that's for sure," 


"You've both been through Hell, it takes time to get better from that," 
Glynda said through gritted teeth, gripping her rag so tight her 
knuckles were white. 


“Thanks, that's actually kinda nice to hear," Winter whispered, 
standing up and trying to stop the ice cream from dripping through 


the rag as she went to throw it away. 


"I'm not trying to be nice, it's just the truth. You broke Qrows heart 
and I'm still mad at you, but | don't hate you. | don't like seeing you 
this..." She paused, thinking of the right word, "Broken. You used to 
be so lively, but you look so tired, it's scary," 


"God, do | really look that bad?" Winter asked, laughing for a 
moment, but it died in her throat when Glynda gave a firm nod. 


"| think you should tell her the truth. You don't have to, I'm not sure if 
| would in your shoes, but | think you need a few less secrets in your 
life," Glynda said, standing up and throwing away her own pile of ice 
cream and standing close enough that Winter could reach out and 
touch her. 


"What if she gets worse? What if she hates me?" 


"She won't hate you, but if she gets mad, then you work through it. 
It's the past, there isn't anything you can do to change it now," 
Glynda said, putting a supportive hand on Winter's arm. 


"| know..." Winter said, her bottom lip trembling. 


"It'll be ok, she's your sister, she loves you," Glynda said ina 
motherly voice, squeezing Winters arm comfortingly. The girl tried to 
say something, but the only thing that came out of her mouth was a 
choked sob. 


Then, unsure of who moved first, the two of them were hugging 
tightly. Winter was crying in Glynda's shoulder while she patted 
Winters back. "It'll be ok," Glynda whispered, sounding like a mom 
comforting her child. 


They sat like that for a few moments before they pulled away, both of 
them smiling warmly. "I think that might be a good idea," Winter said 
gruffly, her throat was dry and sore. 


"Ugh, | heard James in the back of my head the whole time | said it," 


"Well he's got good advice, even if it's in your head. Thank you for 
listening, and for not kicking me out of here the moment you saw me, 
or right now," 


"Don't worry about it. How about | get you that Ice cream? 
Something tells me it might help," Glynda said, not waiting for a 
response as she walked behind the counter. 


"My thoughts exactly. By the way, | thought you'd never carry this 
flavor here as long as it was your building?" Winter asked, as she 
finished cleaning the floor. 


Glynda's smile slipped as she let out a long breath and started 
scooping the ice cream, "I didn't for awhile, but it turns out that you 
weren't the only one from Atlas who liked it. Only a few people get it, 
but every week they'd come in and ask about it. You can only take so 
many complaints before you give in," 


"Isn't that what-" 


"Yes, it's what James told me, and yes he rubbed it in when | told 
him. Ugh, he still brings it up," Glynda huffed, her face flush as she 
finished the last scoop. Winter felt a laugh escape her lips. 


"That sounds about right, he usually guesses right about stuff like 
this," Winter said as she stood up and wiped her brow dry, dropping 
the rag on the counter as she grabbed the cups out of Glynda's 
hands. 


"| know, but don't tell him that, it'll go straight to his ego," 
"Got ya," 
"And don't worry about that ban anymore, I'm willing to drop it to 


anytime after eight, so you don't scare away the other customers. 
But if you need to talk, or that sweet tooth itches, come back... And 


I'm sorry to, for saying all those awful things... and for punching 
you," 


"That's not the best apology, but | appreciate that, really. I'll see ya 
later," Winter said warmly and honestly, Knowing that was the best 
she was going to get. 


Winter turned and walked towards the door right as Jess and Jack 
walked in. They didn't say anything, stepping to the side and holding 
the door open for her while she held the cups. Winter noticed new 
purple bruises on both of their necks, she smiled, but kept her mouth 
shut as she passed into the cool night. 


"See you soon, Winter," Glynda waved from behind the counter, and 
Winter waved back as best she could with both hands full. She had a 
smile on her face that wouldn't leave her, even when she struggled 
to open her car door with her foot. 


Winter sat down and sighed, putting the ice cream in her cup 
holders. She was about to start her car, but the block that was her 
phone drew her attention. The glass was black and still, but her 
hands started to shake thinking about what might be on that phone. 


Had he left a message? Texts? Had he called her a thousand times 
thinking she was in danger? Perhaps unsurprisingly, no. There was 
only one missed call on her phone and that was all. She had no idea 
if it was a good thing or not, but it made her heart ache even worse 
than Glynda's words. 


Winter sighed, putting her phone back in her pocket before starting 
the car and driving home, with no idea what was waiting for her. 


-AIN- 


Hey everyone, hoped you liked this chapter, | put a lot of work 
into it and hope it did it's job. | debated breaking up this 
chapter, but honestly I think it flows better as one, any 
thoughts? Or thoughts on anything else? If so, please leave a 


comment, trust me | read them all and it always makes my day 
better. See you guys next week! 


Chapter 31 


A gentle knocking on the door shook Weiss out of her light slumber, 
her eyes fluttered open as she quickly realized she was covered in 
sweat. Her eyelids were heavy, but now that she was awake, there 
was no going back, that much she knew. Her mind was filled with 
fading images of her father in his office, shuddering as she forced air 
in her lungs. 


She sat up and looked around, seeing the sun had long since set 
and her room was pitch black. She fumbled in the dark for her 
phone, but it wasn't on her nightstand so she started slapping the 
covers hoping to hit hard plastic. Before panic could set in, she 
kicked it with her foot, sighing with relief. 


The battery icon was empty and blinking, and Weiss jumped for the 
charger without even looking at the time. After a few moments of 
fiddling in the dark she realized she was more of a dolt than Ruby as 
she used the light from her phone screen to find the cord. She 
triumphantly plugged it in before it could die, squinting as the 
brightness exploded in her eyes. 


After she was used to the brightness, she saw that she had missed 
texts, and not from Winter. Pyrrha had sent three texts: ' Hey, is 
everything ok? ', ' Are you still talking? Tell me how it goes! ', ' You 
fell asleep, didn't you? ". 


Weiss chuckled, surprised to feel a smile on her face. ' Right again. 
We haven't talked yet, I'll Keep you updated,’ she sent, finally looking 
at the time. It was almost 9:30, and she realized she had no idea 
when she went to sleep or how long she'd been out. She let out a 
breath realizing that it didn't matter, she wasn't missing much. 


The knocking started again, echoing from the door and getting 
weaker with every tap. "Weiss, are you up?" Winter asked quietly. 


Weiss sat silently, her jaw tight, "If you are... Can we talk? | know | 
was sort of a bitch before, and | wanted to apologize," 


For a long moment, silence hung in the air until the springs under 
Weiss creaked like a gunshot. Weiss could picture her standing 
there, fingers digging into her arms as she bit her lip, trying to keep 
her voice from shaking. It was something Weiss had caught enough 
glimpses of to know about by now. 


"Alright, I'll see you in the morning then. | love you, Weiss," Winter 
said, her voice breaking at the end. The door didn't do much to quiet 
the sound of her sister's steps. Weiss felt guilty, like she'd done 
something wrong. 


Then suddenly, she stopped. Then just as suddenly she was rushing 
back to her door, "By the way, | got some ice cream while | was out. | 
probably should've gotten dinner, but | think you'll like it. It's Atlas 
Vanilla," 


Weiss was on her feet before she realized it, only stopping when she 
felt the cool metal of the door handle on her fingers, "You're lying," 
Weiss said, her throat aching as she talked. 


"Nope, fresh from an Atlas Creamery right at the border,” Weiss 
started to twist the handle, but couldn't do it. As much as she willed 
her wrist to move, it fought her. "You don't need to eat it now though, 
I'll leave yours in the fridge," Winter said, the steps continued. 


Weiss's wrist went limp, the handle slipping from her fingers as her 
arm fell to her side. She could just go back to sleep, wake up and 
pretend that nothing had ever happened. Winter would play along if 
she did, things would be awkward for a while, but things would get 
back to normal sooner or later... But what even was normal? 


Neither one of them saying how they feel while they both suffer 
silently? Never feeling like she could tell her own sister how lonely 
she's been, never even opening her mouth in class if her teachers 


didn't force her. Feeling guilty because she could be doing better, but 
being too afraid to even open her mouth and talk 


"You don't have to do that," Weiss said, her bedroom door creaking 
open as she popped her head out. Her eyes were red and puffy in 
the dim kitchen lights, Winters eyes were filled with worry when she 
saw, but didn't comment. 


"Table or couch?" 


"Couch, | need something comfortable if we're talking," Weiss said, 
eying the cup of beautiful white ice cream her sister had in her hand. 
"And a spoon," She said, licking her lips and hating herself for it. 


"Way ahead of you," Winter said, pulling a spoon from behind her 
back and holding them both out. Weiss hesitated, thinking about 
changing her mind for a moment before talking a trepid step towards 
her sister. 


"Thanks," Weiss said quickly, carefully grabbing the bowl like a trap 
would go off the second it left her hand. It looked like the real thing, a 
soft white with only a hint of light blue that almost looked 
nonexistent. 


Her stomach growled, and she blushed, unable to resist a taste, 
sticking a spoonful in her mouth. It tasted like snow made from sea 
water, sweet and salty with only a faint taste of vanilla floating in the 
back of her throat, her eyes were closed as she enjoyed every 
second of it. 


"Tastes like home, doesn't it?" Winter asked, already sitting on the 
couch, her legs pulled tight to her chest with a half eaten bowl on her 
knees. 


"Something like that. IT definitely reminds me of mom," Weiss 
smiled, taking a seat on the other side of the couch, copying her 
sister's pose on instinct before switching her legs around. 


"That day mom snuck us into town with those big hats?" Winter 
chuckled, "She took us all over town, we even got to go out to eat for 
once," 


"The pizza was a lot greasier than | thought, it upset my stomach," 


"| know, | carried you back to the car when you said you might throw 
up. At least until mom took over," 


"| didn't believe her when she said ice cream would help, but it did 
the trick. Still does," Weiss said, already losing count of how many 
scoops she'd eaten. 


" It doesn't help with the stomach ache, it helps with the tears?" 
That's what she told us, right? | never really got that... not until 
recently at least," Winter said, her tone distant and lost. 


"| know the feeling, | feel like she could see the future sometimes, 
but could only deliver her messages in cryptic poems," 


"If that was true, she probably wouldn't have gotten caught. Dad was 
so mad,” Winter said with a laugh that was laced with resentment 
and something much darker. 


"When wasn't he?" Weiss asked quietly, wincing as her scar 
throbbed. 


"Pretty much whenever we weren't there.... Does it still hurt?" 


"Not really, but sometimes it stings," Weiss said, unsure if she should 
say anymore. But seeing the concern and worry in her sister's eyes, 
she found the words spilling from her mouth, "When | think about it 
too much. Or when | think about him too much, it's really weird," 


"Should | get you something? | think we might still have a few of your 
old pills in the medicine cabinet," Winter said, moving to get up 
before Weiss batted her knee with a foot. 


"No, just sit down and talk. Ice cream helps, remember?" Weiss said, 
smiling through the aches as she took another bite, the sweetness in 
her mouth easing the pain. Winter bit her lip, searching her sister's 
eyes before nodding. 


"Ok, then let's talk," Winter said purposefully, her eyes determined. 
But the longer Weiss stared at her, the less confident she looked. 
"You, uh, wanted to know why Qrow and | broke up, right?" 


"And why you kept it everything from me, yeah," 


"Fair enough,” Winter nodded, looking down into her ice cream. "Can 
| ask how you know about him first? I'll tell you either way, but | 
wanted to know," 


Weiss thought about fighting, but she found that any fight she had in 
her had died long ago. She was tired, as if there was ever a time to 
tell the truth, it was now. "I met some people at school, a girl named 
Yang and one named Blake. Yang realized that | was your sister and 
got mad at me, told me that my... sister, broke his uncles heart," 


"She didn't call me a name?" 


"She... might've called you a bitch," Weiss admitted sheepishly, but 
Winter just laughed. 


"Can't blame her for that one, | deserve it," 
"No you don't," Weiss defended, her eyes hard. 


"Trust me, Weiss, | do," Winter said, giving that same sad smile that 
Weiss had seen far too much lately. 


"How? What did you do that was so bad?" 


Winter looked down at her ice cream, which was starting to melt in 
her bowl. She had a smile on her face, but her eyes were dark and 
full of something Weiss was well accustomed to, despair. "I broke up 
with him the night he was going to propose, and | knew he was going 


to do it," Winter said, like a criminal finally accepting the guilty plea, 
ready for their punishment. 


-AIN- 


I know people said that they liked the longer chapters more, but 
this week has been totally crazy for me and I haven't been able 
to find the time to write a chapter that's as long as this one 
would need to be. Hopefully you guys like this chapter and I'll 
be able to write as much as I need to next week! 


Chapter 32 


Weiss was pale, gaping at her sister and biting her tongue hoping 
she wouldn't say the wrong thing, "How did you know?" 


"He'd been acting weird all day, and when his niece offered me 
tickets to the same concert we had our first date at... Sort of first 
date, | Knew something was up," 


"What was it like?" Weiss asked, swirling her spoon around the half 
eaten ice cream. 


"Do you want the whole night or just the proposal?" Winter asked, 
sitting up and crossing her legs as she took another bite. 


"Everything, | guess," 


"It was straight out of a fairy tail. They'd hung up white lights that 
made everything look like it was magic, the floor was covered in 
white rose pedals, and the whole place smelled like the forests at 
home. It's dumb, but I kind of felt like a princess," Winter said, her 
eyes full of stars. 


"That doesn't sound dumb, it sounds amazing and I'm not jealous at 
all," Weiss said, ignoring the pang of jealousy that shot through her 
thinking about how amazing it must've been to see. She wondered if 
Yang had helped set it up, maybe Blake had been there, assuming 
the two had been together back then. 


"Amy said the same thing, but with a few more curses," 


"Sounds about right," Weiss chuckled, considering her next question. 
"Did he ask you to marry him?" 


Winter's smile died and she shook her head, "No, he never got the 
chance to ask. | ended up walking out of the room and never going 
back," 


"Why not?" Weiss asked, and Winter looked towards the door, her 
eyes misty. "You said you knew he was going to propose, so why'd 
you leave?" 


"That's not an easy question to answer, Weiss," 


"Then explain it to me. You're the one who wanted to talk, and this is 
what | wanna talk about," Weiss said, watching Winters eyes look for 
something that might help her out of this and finding nothing. 


"You're more stubborn than mom sometimes, you know that?" 


"I'll take that as a compliment," Weiss said, sticking her tongue out 
as she let her legs hang over the edge of the couch. She rubbed her 
foot on the carpet, the soft fabric relaxing her. 


"| want you to promise me you won't leave, ok? Like, you aren't 
gonna storm out and never talk to me, you'll try and listen?" 


Weiss wanted to laugh it off, it wasn't like she had many places to 
go. But Winter didn't have a hint of humor in her face, only a deep 
worry. "I promise | won't leave," she said as she held out her pinky 
finger. Winter didn't look relieved, but didn't hesitate to latch onto it. 


Winter started undoing her bun, letting her hair flow freely down her 
shoulders as she thought back to a night she usually tried to forget. 
"When Qrow and I came back from the improv place, the house was 
all decorated, and we sat down and started talking. I'd felt the ring 
box in his jacket, even if | didn't think about it, | Knew. He was so 
frazzled | could almost hear his heart pounding as we talked. The 
only way it could've been more obvious is if the ring had fallen out of 
his pocket," 


"What happened?" Weiss asked quietly, and Winter looked up at the 
ceiling. 


"My phone rang. | took it." 


"And? Who was it?" A dark feeling growing in the bottom of her 
stomach as she asked. 


"Klein," Winter said, and Weiss felt her mouth open. 


"And what did he say?" She asked while Winter closed her eyes like 
she was asleep. 


"| hadn't heard from him in a week or two and | was starting to get 
worried, so when | heard his voice | had to step outside. The walls 
are pretty thin over there. | thought it would be quick, but when he 
started talking... | couldn't go back inside." 


A car honked loudly outside and Weiss jumped, but Winter was still 
as could be, like she hadn't heard a thing, "Don't ask me what he 
said. I'll tell you, but | don't think I'll be able to get it out if | hear you 
ask," Winter said, setting her ice cream down on the ground and 
replacing it with a couch cushion. 


She hugged it tight as Weiss swung her leg back on the couch, 
resting her foot on top of her sisters, giving her a dorky smile, "Take 
your time." 


"Get your foot off me, weirdo," Winter said, kicking Weiss's foot off 
her. Weiss put it right back where it was, and her sister shot her a 
look, but leaving it be. "He told me what happened the day you got 
your scar. What happened with dad, finding you, the office, 
everything,” 


"Oh... You never told me how you found out. You were there before | 
knew what was going on. Honestly, you helped me find which way 
was up," Weiss found herself saying, realizing she'd never actually 
thought about it before. "Winter, | don't know where | would be 
without you. Actually, I'd probably be dead if it wasn't for you. Thank 
you. Thank you so much," 


Weiss dropped her ice cream on the floor and was crawling on shaky 
limbs, wrapping her sister in a hug. Winter gripped the pillow harder, 


burying her face in it. "Don't thank me, do anything else, but don't 
thank me," 


"Why shouldn't | thank you? If it wasn't for you-" 


"Because you should have been in my apartment! | should have 
never let you stay with that maniac, | should've taken you when | had 
the chance!" Winter cried, looking up with tears flooding down her 
face. 


"What're you talking about? Why should | have been in your 
apartment?" 


"Do you remember when | came home for Christmas and asked you 
to come and stay with me? To come here?" She said, gesturing to 
the room around them. 


"Of course, we got into a fight after | didn't wanna go with you, then 
we went to visit mom's grave. You also gave me a ton of new CD's, 
which | loved and listened to constantly after you left," 


"| should've convinced you to come. Said anything, had Klein talk to 
you, | should've dragged you out of there the second | saw you," 
Winter said, her eyes wide and unfocused. 


"| didn't wanna go, | thought we worked it out?" 


"| agreed that I'd trust you to look after yourself, but | should've just 
taken you. I'm the older sister and | should know better, | shouldn't 
have let you convince me,". 


"What're you saying? That you shouldn't have trusted me?" Weiss 
asked, feeling her heart start to creak, like it was about to break. 


"That's not what I'm... | don't know, maybe it is. | should have done 
something though, | Knew that something bad was going to happen. 
Every instinct in my body was telling me that something bad was 
coming and | should've listened," 


"What would you have done? Forced me to go with you? Then what? 
He would've sent people to come and find me, to bring me home. He 
would've done anything to get me back, and you know that," 


"Maybe I should have! Then you would've been safe, maybe | 
could've made some legal defence, something to get him off our 
backs." 


"He never would've stopped and you know that. | never could've 
gone with you, | knew that he'd do anything to get me back from 
you," Weiss said, gasping when a shadow of pain shot through her 
scar. 


"| could've done something,” 


"No you couldn't have! | couldn't, Klein couldn't, and neither could 
Mom! We were just pawns in his games and | knew that if we didn't 
play things would go badly," the words exploded out of her after 
being pushed down for so long. Constantly in the back of her mind 
but never acknowledging them. 


Winter looked like she was about to either scream or hit something, 
and it probably wouldn't be the pillow. "I could've done something..." 


"Win, you managed to get away and that was enough for me. | 
wasn't lying when | told you | wanted to learn from him, and | did. | 
could probably run the whole company by myself if | wanted now. It 
wasn't the funnest, but | knew that sooner or later I'd be able to come 
and visit, when | was free," Weiss said sadly, her hand clenched 
around her wrist. 


"You could've gotten away too, we could've figured something out," 


"Maybe, but even if you had figured something out, | probably 
would've been too scared to do anything. Knowing he'd be out there 
looming like a shadow, it scared me so bad, Win, you have no 
idea..." 


"I think | do," Winter said, sitting up and throwing the pillow to the 
side, sitting side by side with her sister, looking at their reflections in 
the black screen of the tv. 


"You're the only one who does," Weiss admitted, playing with the 
hem of her shirt. "You know | don't blame you for what happened, 
right? You were in a different country and | didn't have my phone, it's 
not like you could've come and checked up on me. Klein was gone 
and there was no way security would let you in after he lost it on 
them for Christmas,” 


"That's my job though, Weiss. I'm supposed to make sure you're ok 
no matter what. When you and Klein weren't responding | should've 
come and made sure you were ok, even if | could only get a glance 
of you through a window," 


The two of them sat silently, but neither of them felt uncomfortable at 
this point, they were talking like they used to at the manor in the 
back halls where nobody else would be. 


"Do you blame yourself for what happened to me?" Weiss asked, 
reaching out and cupping her sister's hand. Winters fingers were 
limp for a moment, then they were clutching her for dear life. 


"How could | not? | let him hurt you," She said, reaching up and 
tracing her thumb down the scar over Weiss's eye and tenderly 
cupping her cheek. 


"It wasn't your fault, Win. James says that the only one to blame is 
him. He hurt me and that was his choice, you couldn't have known 
what would happen," Weiss said, saying the words to her own 
distorted reflection in the tv, the words sinking into her just as much 
as they were Winter. 


They sat there in relative silence, the only noise in the apartment 
aside from the traffic was their muffled sniffles. Weiss's eyes stung 
as the tears came, but the warmth of Winters hand brought some 
comfort, "What did you tell him after you found out?" 


"Not much. After Klein told me what happened | wasn't even sure 
where | was. | remember screaming and hearing the phone break 
after | threw it. | felt so, so guilty, and | Knew that | had to go to you." 


"Win, please tell me you explained what happened," 


Winter shook her head, and Weiss felt her stomach fall as Yang's 
words proved true. "I've never told anyone this, but... | wanted to die 
when | heard what happened. | felt like | deserved worse than death 
for letting it happen to you, and Qrow? He was better than | 
deserved," 


"Winter..." 


"| wasn't ever going to do anything, don't worry, but I've never 
wanted it more in my life. But when I realized that you needed me, 
that was suddenly everything..." 


"So you broke up with him because of what happened to me?" 


"No, | did it because I'd hurt enough people, and | didn't want him to 
be another. If | couldn't even take care of my own sister, what kind of 
a wife would | be? What kind of... mom?" Winter said, the word 
sounding like glass as she said it, her eyes heavy. 


"Do you regret it?" 


Weiss flinched when her sister barked out a laugh, before breaking 
down in a heap of sobs as she covered her eyes with her palms. "Of 
course | regret it! | was stupid, hurt, confused, | barely even knew 
what | was saying! | ignored his calls for weeks, | told myself it was 
to look after you, but | was terrified. By the time | realized how badly 
I'd messed up, there was no going back," She sobbed, taking a 
shaky breath, "If I'm sad now, it's my own fault. | can't blame anyone 
else for my own stupidity," 


Weiss wrapped her arm around her sister's shivering form, rubbing 
her sisters back. She remembered all the times her sister had done 


the same for her in the reverse and she felt a sense of pride flow 
through her despite her best effort. 


"| wish | Knew what to say, but Jesus... No wonder you haven't been 
sleeping well," Weiss said, glad when Winter gave a snotty laugh. 


"Is it that easy to tell?" 


"Some days are better than others, but normally your bags are a 
pretty big give away," 


"Well same to you, sister," Winter said, and both of them chuckled. "I 
really screwed myself, didn't |?" 


"That's a loaded question, how is that fair?" 


"Who said it was supposed to be?" Winter asked, sitting up and 
wiping her tears only for them to be wet again two seconds later. 


"Do you wanna go back to him?" 


"For awhile the answer was yes, but at this point | just don't want him 
to hate me anymore. Is that selfish?" 


"Wanting to bury the hatchet and make peace with someone you 
hurt? No, that doesn't sound selfish at all, it sounds like you wanna 
make amends," Weiss said, sounding older than she was. 


"When did you get so smart?" 


"My therapist sister had me get counseling and has constantly been 
giving me advice since the day | was born," 


"Huh, good point," Winter said, wiping her eyes and finding they 
started dry for a few seconds longer now. Then, Winter was standing 
and pacing around the room. "Any other questions, or are we good 
again?" 


"Hmmm... | guess we can be sisters again," Weiss smiled, standing 
up and wrapping her sister in a tight hug. "As long as we're actually 
open from now on, no more of this secret suffering garbage," 


"That sounds like a good deal," Winter said, closing her eyes and 
feeling more relaxed than she had in months. They clung to each 
other, and suddenly the sound of traffic outside didn't sound nearly 
as annoying. 


"Hey, how about you stay home from school tomorrow? I'll say you 
have a headache or something and | can use one of my sick days? 
We can order take out, stay up late watching garbage tv, have a lazy 
day?" 


"Can Schnee's even have lazy days?" Weiss asked, her heart 
skipping a beat. 


"Screw being a Schnee, | wanna relax with my sister for once anda 
last name isn't going to stop me. How about you pick what we 
watch? Even reality tv would be ok," 


"Even Real Housewives? You must really wanna get on my good 
side, don't you?" 


"No, I'm just in a good mood. Making up with my sister has that 
effect on me," Winter said, walking over to the television and 
grabbing the remote. She'd tell Winter about the boxing match 
tomorrow and send a text to Pyrrha so she didn't lead a search party. 


"Hey, Winter? Thanks again, | know it cost you a lot to help me out, 
but | appreciate what you did. | don't think I'd be this much better if it 
wasn't for you," Weiss said before her sister came over and flicked 
her on the head and put the remote in her hand. 


"Love you to, sis. Now pick something, | think this is the first night in 
forever | don't wanna sleep," 


Chapter 33 


The sky was black with blue peeking over the skyline of the city and 
reaching further with every second. The road was covered in a layer 
of mist so thick that the cars were silhouettes. Goosebumps were 
prickling up and down Qrow's legs and arms as he looked out his 
window, his mind still and calm, like a lake without ripples. 


He'd heard of people going into their happy places when they 
relaxed, but that had never really worked for him. Instead he focused 
on the moment, breathing in and out while letting the world drift on 
as it does. Then, as they always do, the ripples returned. A sharp 
beeping pulled his attention away from the city and it was time 
suddenly for the day to begin. 


With the beeping came the sudden realization that his head was 
aching, Cursing as he started to move. The covers on the bed were 
tucked in tight, leaving hardly a wrinkle in the blankets, not caring as 
he sat down and ruined his work from hours before. 


He turned off the alarm and the beeping went away, but his 
headache didn't. He pulled on the top drawer of his nightstand and 
grabbed a bottle of pills and the water bottle he kept next to the 
alarm. He swallowed two tylenol and most of the water bottle before 
he'd had enough. 


He grabbed something else that was in the drawer and put it in his 
pocket, feeling the heart of it weigh down his shorts as he stood. His 
knees cracked, and for the first time today he cursed how old he was 
getting. 


He let out a yawn as he stomped down stairs, the wood creaking and 
groaning as he moved. He jumped down the last two steps and 
landed with a hard thud, hoping that somebody had heard him. 


The hall was quiet and empty, but at least it was warmer than his 
room. He looked to the left, seeing the door to the bathroom, the 
living room, and the kitchen all empty in the morning light. He wasn't 
shocked, but some part of him hoped that he'd wake up to the sound 
of crackling bacon and Yang's blaring music. 


Qrow walked into the bathroom, and after doing his business, sat on 
the edge of the bathtub. The handle squealed as he pulled it all the 
way open, tapping his fingers until water started gushing out of the 
faucet. 


He stuck his fingers in the water and shivered, wiping them on his 
shirt as another round of goosebumps traveled up his body. He 
stood up and walked out into the hall, debating if she should make 
coffee before things got crazy. 


Instead, he strolled down the hallway till he was standing at the 
doors. There was a door on his left and on his right, one was a room 
that disgusted him on every level and gave him nothing but terrible 
memories... The other was a storage room. 


He knocked on the door to his left, waiting for an answer as the 
noise echoed through the house. When there wasn't an answer he 
knocked twice as hard and three times as loud, sighing when he 
didn't even hear movement. 


He sighed when he realized there wasn't another choice, opening 
the door and letting the darkness be banished by the light. The room 
wasn't the worst he'd ever seen, that prize went to Yang, but the floor 
was covered in piles of clothes, scraps of paper, a backpack, and 
then God knows how many tools and bits of metal. 


Ruby was on the bed, half her body covered by a blanket and the 
other half was bunched together and in her arms and locked in like a 
vice. She was in her black tank top and fluffy pajama pants, but she 
was also sporting headphones half hanging off her ears with her 
controller still clutched in her hand. Gentle snores filled the air, and 
Qrow couldn't help but watch her for a moment. After all, it wasn't 


that many years ago she could hardly sleep through the night, it still 
felt new to him. 


He didn't dare take a step inside, the scar on his foot itching when he 
thought of the last time he'd dared to. He flipped the light switch on 
and the room exploded in light, but Ruby was still snoring away. 


"Ruby, it's time to get up," Qrow called, but the girl didn't even flinch. 
"It's time for school," He said, watching as she turned away from 
him. "Come on, Kid, if you're late to school your sort of friend's 
gonna get mad again," he said under his breath, shocked when the 
girl sat up with blurry eyes. 


"Hmuh?" She said in a groggy voice, her eyes confused and 
squinting against the light, "Cam ya turn that off?" 


"No, if | do you'll go back to bed," 

"I'm not Yang, I'll be fine," 

"You think this is my first day with you two? Come on, get up," He 
said, flipping the light switch on and off, smirking when Ruby dove 


for the covers. 


"I'm up, you can stop!" She whined, standing up with the blanket still 
covering her head. 


"Good, see you at breakfast," 


"Hold on, what were you saying when I was zonked out? Something 
about a friend?" She asked peeking out of a crack in the blanket. 


"You heard that? You looked dead," 


"Not dead, just lazy. Big difference," She shrugged, looking like an 
old russian woman with her blanket hood. 


"Well | was supposed to keep it to myself, but guess the cats out of 
the bag. A girl came by the shop looking for you, but you were too 


busy being late," 


"Who was it? What did you tell them?" Ruby yawned, rubbing her 
eyes as she stumbled towards her closet. 


"Weiss Schnee. | told her you slept in after playing video games all 
night, glad to see you didn't do the same thing twice in a row, " He 
chuckled, and Ruby turned around so fast the blanket flew from her 
head. 


"You didn't tell her something cool? | could've been busy working on 
a new project or been somewhere adventurous!" 


"Yeah, but you were at home. Asleep. Seriously, I'm a teacher, it 
makes it look bad when someone who lives with me shows up late. If 
Oobleck says something about it | won't forgive you," 


"Why? He's so fun to talk to," Ruby said before she looked down at 
the ground, "Did Weiss say what she wanted?" She asked, a finger 
playing with the red tip of her hair. 


"She wanted to thank you for helping her out the other day. She 
seemed pretty honest," He said, but his voice had an unmistakable 
edge. 


"| think so, she's really nice... Did she say anything else?" 


"She didn't exactly say it, but she wants to be your friend," He said, 
watching Ruby light up. 


"Huh, so she wasn't kidding..." Ruby said to herself, her grin wide as 
her face started turning red. 


"She better not be,” 


"They aren't bad people, Uncle Qrow," Ruby said, turning and 
grabbing the first outfit that caught her eye. 


"| never said she was bad, all | meant was that you should be 
careful," 


"Pfff, when am | not careful?" Ruby said before tripping on a sock 
and falling onto a heap of clothes while Qrow busted out laughing. 
"This doesn't mean anything!" Ruby cried, pushing herself back up 
and dusting herself off. 


"Of course not, but it's still funny," Qrow chuckled, "Showers already 
running, don't use all the hot water," He said as Ruby stumbled past 
him, her body not fully awake yet. 


"Thank youuuu," She said before pausing and spinning back towards 
him, "| think she's coming tonight, that's what Blake said at least. 
Before you ask, | have no idea if she'll be there. Even if she is, you 
need to come,” Ruby said, not a hint of laughter in her voice as she 
walked into the bathroom, shutting the door without waiting for his 
response... Then she started singing. 


"| hope you don't do anything dumb," He sighed, walking towards the 
kitchen. 


He walked right past the coffee machine until he was standing at the 
top of the basement stairs in front of the door. It was faint, but he 
could hear snores coming through the cracks of the wood. He didn't 
even bother knocking before he threw the door open. 


"Yang, get up, it's time for school!" He yelled, but the snores kept 
going, "Blake, are you down there?" He asked, not needing to raise 
his voice. 


"... Yes," Blake said after a moment of silence, her voice was meek 
and filled with embarrassment. 


"Good, can you get Yang up then? She's got her fight later, so I'll 
have a big breakfast ready soon," He said, "Do you have your night 
bag or is Yang taking you home before school?" He asked, grinning 
as he pictured her flustered face 


"Night bag..." 


"Perfect, you're up next for the shower," He said as he heard 
blankets shifting, wondering how she was about to wake the 
sleeping dragon. 


Qrow shut the door, but he didn't go back into the kitchen. He turned 
around and went out the front door into the cool morning air. The 
mist was starting to clear, but his feet were drenched the moment he 
stepped on the grass. He walked quickly and quietly along the side 
of the house until he was standing next to their big green garbage 
can and he knew there was no way any of the girls would be able to 
see him. 


He pulled out his phone and saw that he didn't have any missed 
texts or calls and he was glad. He had no idea why Winter had 
called, but he wished she hadn't. With a heavy hand full of shame he 
pulled the empty fifth of whiskey out of his pocket. It was small, 
hardly bigger than his hand, but even looking at the empty bottle felt 
wrong. 


He opened the garbage can and shoved it between a garbage bag 
and the side of the can, closing the lid and feeling like he was full of 
poison. He thought about saying something to himself, something 
that would make him feel better, but nothing came to mind. All he 
could do was walk back inside and cook breakfast for his family. 


Chapter 34 


Warmth surrounded Weiss's body, seeping deep into her bones and 
turning her muscles to jelly. Her face was pressed into something 
soft and she didn't move to fix it, even though a voice in the back of 
her head told her she should get up. Weiss started sinking deeper 
and deeper into the calmness, almost losing herself in bliss, but right 
before she could make the final step a crashing sound came from 
somewhere far away. 


Her eyes started to flutter open, but when she finally managed to 
crack them everything looked smudged and wrong, like she needed 
glasses. She saw a bright light ahead of her and movement but that 
was it. 


She huffed trying to move her arms up, wanting to rub the sleep from 
her eyes, but was surprised to find her arms stuck. She tugged and 
tugged, only to realize that she was laying on her stomach, and she 
was the one weighing down her arms. 


The cogs in her brain started to spin and she turned onto her back, 
the movement bringing some life back into her body as she rubbed 
her eyes like a newborn fawn. The lights she'd seen earlier was the 
television, which was still playing one of Winters movies, though she 
couldn't tell you which one. 


Weiss knew movie titles as well as she knew engine parts, so not at 
all. There was a bald man walking over broken glass and grimacing 

with every step, leaving a trail of bloody footprints behind him. It was 
obviously fake, probably just sugar glass and food coloring. But still, 
every step he took looked so bloody... 


Her stomach was in her throat as she sat up with her blanket 
wrapped around her shoulders. turning away from the screen and 
ignoring the sound of gunshots as she scanned the living room and 
kitchen for what had broken. 


The room was filled with dim sunlight and long shadows creeping 
across the walls, slowly replacing the day. The kitchen table was 
covered in plates from breakfast and take out boxes, the smell of 
orange chicken and cooked peppers still hung tantalizingly in the air. 


As time crawled on, it could've been minutes or seconds, Weiss was 
too groggy to care, she became less and less sure of what 
happened. There was no glass on the floor, none on the counter or 
tables, and there wasn't even anyone in the kitchen to break 
anything. 


Sighing, Weiss turned back to the television and saw the man 
crawling backwards past the glass that had been shot out, "Am | 
tired or just stupid?" Weiss asked herself, sighing and falling into the 
couch, relaxing. "Just a dumb movie," 


Weiss watched the movie for a time, her eyes half open and closing 
more with every passing scene. Movie cases were scattered around 
the floor of the living room, some of the discs were still in their 
homes and others were scattered carelessly around the floor. Well, it 
wasn't just movies, there were plenty of her CD cases too, taking up 
just as much space. 


Her- Winters, CD player was nowhere to be found, but Weiss wasn't 
concerned. It was probably under the couch or something like that, 
but she wasn't jumping to find it. Honestly, she didn't really wanna 
find it. The bald man jumped across an elevator shaft but Weiss 
closed her eyes before she saw if he made it. She started sliding 
back down the couch, but something didn't feel right. 


There was something itching in the back of her mind that wouldn't go 
away. Was it school? No, Winter had called in for her and the woman 
in the front office, probably Hilda, sounded more excited than 
concerned. She didn't really have to worry about homework, her 
grade could take the hit and she'd be fine. It felt wrong to say, but it 
was true. 


She giggled, wondering what Pyrrha would think of her now, sleeping 
all day instead of going to school... Pyrrha! 


Weiss bolted up, suddenly frantically looking for her phone, "How 
could you forget to text her?" She cried, prying the cushions apart 
and stuck her hand in every crevice she could find to no avail. She 
looked down under the couch, only finding dust bunnies and more 
cases. 


She shot to her feet, dancing around the cases towards her room. 
The door was open and her bottom cabinet looked like it had been 
raided, which it basically had been, with most of her CDs either out 
of order or on the floor outside. Her phone was nowhere to be seen. 


Her bed was still a disaster from her stress nap yesterday, and she 
felt a smug grin on her face as she walked by it and towards her 
nightstand. Her phone was sitting exactly where she'd left it 
yesterday, only not it was hot to the touch and probably past 100% 
charge. 


It was already six in the afternoon and for the second time her phone 
was actually full of messages in a group chat. 


Pyrrha: Where r u? Sick? Dead? The match's 7, don't miss it! 
Penny: Weiss, is everything ok? 
Pyrrha: | think she's ignoring us, how rude, 


Penny: Maybe she's just ignoring you? We'll be in front of the school 
at 6:30, if you can't make it that's fine! 


Pyrrha: Yeah! But plz make it! 
Penny: Piz stop. 


Pyrrha: Make me 


Weiss smiled, wondering what the two of them had been up to 
without her. She hadn't been friends with them for long, but it felt 
weird not seeing them already. 


Weiss: I'm not dead, me and my sister spent the day together. I'll see 
you guys tonight! 


"| wonder if this is what most people feel when they make friends?" 
She asked herself, sitting down on her bed. 


But right as she sat down she bolted back up and looked at the time, 
"Shit, I'm late!" She cried, standing up and jumping to close the door 
before going for her dresser. In moments, her room was covered in 
half of the clothes she owned. 


Every shirt she looked at seemed like it had something wrong with it 
and every pair of pants too loose. This kept going until she was 
mostly happy with her outfit, a light blue t-shirt and a pair of white 
shorts that fit her well enough, hopefully giving off some impression 
of hips. 


She walked out of her room before thinking about trying on the black 
shorts, but time was ticking and she still needed the most important 
thing: a ride. The closer she got to the closed door the slower she 
got until she was standing outside of it, arms heavy at her side. 


It was faint, but Weiss could make out the soft sound of snores 
coming from inside the room. This might not be a big deal to some 
people, and it was normal for Winter back at the Manor, but the past 
few months that noise has been all but gone. The silence was nice 
for a time, but it stopped being fun when Winters bags started to get 
worse. 


Weiss knocked tepidly, flinching as the noise echoed through the 
room. Seconds ticked by, but the room was silent except for the 
snores. Weiss took a step backwards then steeled herself as she 
thought of Pyrrha and Penny standing there waiting for her to never 
come. 


The handle squealed as she turned it, sounding like the cry ofa 
banshee that was only outdone by the groan of the hinges. All of the 
lights were off in the room with the only light streaming in through the 
open window over her sister's head along with the gentle sound of 
Cars zooming by outside. 


Winter was curled up in the middle of the bed wrapped in a cocoon 
of blankets, the only thing sticking out was her face and a black cord 
that looked all too familiar. It was faint, but Weiss could hear music 
playing from somewhere inside of the blankets. 


The tune was muffled, but when she realized it was a Firestartes 
song Weiss felt like crying. She knew what these songs meant to her 
sister, what this band means to her, and it broke her heart seeing her 
sister listen to something that probably hurts her with every note. 


Weiss took a step in the room, the wood floor creaking as she 
moved. Winters snoring stopped for a moment while Weiss froze, 
only moving again when the noise started back up. She didn't take 
another step though, she pulled her foot back through the threshold. 


"How about you get some sleep? You've earned it," Weiss whispered 
to herself, turning away and pulling the door shut. 


"How about you learn how to be quiet?" Winter mumbled, the 
blankets jiggling like jello as she talked. 


"Sorry, | didn't mean to wake you! | was just checking to see where 
you were, I'll leave you be," Weiss said as she quickly started to 
close the door. 


"Weiss, didn't we just talk about this? What's up?" She asked, 
popping the rest of her head out of the blankets, her eyes half open. 


"It's... | sort of promised some friends of mine that I'd go with them to 
watch this thing at school tonight and | needed a ride. It starts in an 
hour, but it's not a big deal though, you can go back to sleep," But 


before she was even done talking her sister was rolling out of bed 
like a roly poly. 


"If my baby sister made a promise then I'm obligated to help you 
keep it, those are the rules, " Winter yawned, standing up in her 
pajama pants t-shirt with an outline of some dinosaur bones on it. 


"No, you can relax and sleep. Maybe when you get up we could do 
something?" 


"Or you could go hangout with your friends and leave your boring 
sister at home for once, how does that sound?" Winter asked as she 
put on a pair of socks, her hair sticking out in all directions. 


"It sounds so bad when you put it like that..." 


"But accurate. So, what am | taking you to? Basketball game or 
something?" 


"Boxing match," Weiss said, watching Winter freeze, "It wasn't really 
my first choice, but it's supposed to be a big fight between Yang and 
someone else, everyone seemed really excited about it," 


"If it's Yang fighting it should be a fun time," Winter chuckled, walking 
past Weiss and into the hallway. 


"Do you wanna go? We could sit in the back and watch," 


"Something tells me that's the last thing Yang wants, especially after 
she called me a bitch," 


"| don't think she means it, | think she's just mad. I'm not sure why, 
but | think she'd like it," Weiss said carefully as she chased after her 
sister. Winter walked to the door without giving the living room a 
second glance, grabbing her keys from the hook. 


"Maybe, but | don't wanna make her mad. She needs to focus today, 
especially if she's fighting who | think she is. Just tell her | wish her 


luck? Or maybe don't, whatever you think... | trust you," Winter said, 
turning and giving a smile that was full of life. 


"Thanks," Weiss said simply, smiling. 
"Oh, but there's one condition to me taking you," 


"What's that?" Weiss asked, shocked with Winter through the keys at 
her. She danced around for a moment but managed to keep the keys 
in her hands. 


"You're driving," 


Chapter 35 


"Alright, take it easy on the turn, Weiss. Easy, Weiss, Easy!" Winter 
shrieked, clutching the handle above the door with both hands as the 
tire flew over the curb. 


"| hate you so much right now!" Weiss cried as the car swerved side 
to side, coming dangerously close to hitting a parked minivan. 
"Which one's the break?" 


"Left! | swear to God you better be joking!" 


"Of course l'm joking!" Weiss yelled back, letting out a hoarse laugh 
as she took her foot off the gas and slammed down on the left pedal. 
The sisters lurched forward hard and fast, with the seatbelts cutting 
into their sides. There was a horrible screeching coming from under 
the bug that sounded more like a banshee than a car. Weiss 
slammed down even harder on the breaks, filling the air with the 
choking smell of burning rubber. But somehow, they came to a stop 
without hitting anything. 


Winter's eyes were clenched tight as she tried to hold in her screams 
and Weiss was doing all she could to not vomit. "Are we alive?" 
Winter asked, peeking an eye open. 


"Of course, were you scared?" Weiss teased while her heart 
hammered in her chest. 


"You almost crashed us, of course | was scared!" Winter cried out, 
her eyes wide. "You've got some work to do before you get your 
license, but we'll get you there," Winter said, letting out a deep 
breath and leaning back in her seat limply. 

"Do we have to?" 


"Yes," Winter laughed, resting her head on the window. 


The sun was low in the sky and the moon was already shining 
overhead, reflecting off the windshield of the dozens of cars in the 
parking lot. It wasn't even half as packed like during the day, but for 
seven on a Wednesday night that was pretty impressive. 


They were parked in the circle that Winter normally dropped her off, 
but it was like a totally different world from where she was sitting. 
Near the door, she could see two flashes of red hair, one on a taller 
girl who had her arms crossed and another who was standing stiffly. 
Other people were walking in and out, but those two were standing 
like guards. 


"Park, Weiss, you have to put it in park," 


"Oh, right, sorry," She apologized, her hand frozen in the air before 
quickly moving the gear shifter. Then quickly moving it again when 
she started rolling backward. 


"| knew you'd be a bit rusty at this, but jeez," Winter sighed, peeling 
her fingers off of the handle. "But all that means is you have lots of 
room to improve," 


"Or not long until | don't have to worry about it," Weiss said, laughing 
when Winter started to slap her arm. 


"That's not how you talk right before you hang out with your friends! 
Don't leave them waiting, go and have fun," Winter smiled, undoing 
her seatbelt and getting out of the car. "When should | pick you up? 
Or should | wait until you text? | mean, if you remember to this time," 


"I'll just text you, we might be going to get, uh, ice cream after," 
Weiss said, getting out of the car and standing on shaky legs. 


"Look at you, starting to grow a sweet tooth?" Winter asked as she 
leaned against the car, shivering as she remembered her last ice 
cream incident. 


"More like I'm following peer pressure," 


"It's getting ice cream and hanging out. | know what you're feeling, 
but it's what most people do, it's weird at first but it's nice," Winter 
said half-jokingly as she reached into her purse, pulling out a 
crumpled up twenty, "try and have fun, ok?" 


"Thanks, Win. I'll try, don't worry about me," Weiss said, sheepishly 
taking the cash and putting it in her pocket. "You could still come if 
you change your mind,” 


"Not this time, Weiss. Maybe down the line, when we've had the 
chance to talk everything out," Winter said as she sat down in the 
driver's seat. 


"But that's never gonna happen if you don't see her," Weiss said 
stubbornly. She was expecting some snappy reply from her sister, 
but Winter looked down at the ground with a sad smile. 


"I'll see you later, ok? Love you," 


"Love you too," Weiss sighed as Winter shut the door, smiling and 
waving at her. Winter put the car in drive, leaving the parking lot and 
turning onto the road. Weiss stood there watching the lights of the 
car merge into the traffic and disappear down the road. 


Weiss took a deep breath before turning on her heels and walking 
towards the bobbing heads of red hair. It took somewhere between 
five and ten steps for both of them to lock onto her, rushing towards 
her before she knew what was happening. 


"You could've texted us sooner, we were worried!" Pyrrha cried out, 
drawing everyone's attention in the parking lot. 


"L, uh" 


"You don't have to yell like that! She was having a day with her sister, 
she probably just forgot. Isn't that right, Weiss?" 


"Don't speak for her like that, Penny, that's rude, right, Weiss?" 
"But-" 
"It's not rude-" 


"Guys!" Weiss called, and both of them stopped to look at her with 
wide eyes, "Sorry, but aren't we running late?" 


"You guys don't have to worry, Yang's match isn't for a while,” said a 
new voice from the parking low, taking all three of them by surprise. 


"Ruby?" Weiss asked, surprised by the wide smile on her own face. 


"Hey, Weiss, how are you?" Ruby asked with a smile as the two of 
them locked eyes. 


"Uh, good. | actually got some sleep for once. How about you?" 


"Can't say | Know what that's like, I've been here all day," Ruby 
laughed, scratching the back of her head. 


"Working, as per usual. Where'd you disappear to? Doing something 
you shouldn't be?" Pyrrha asked with a raised eyebrow, and Weiss 
wasn't sure if it was more of a mom tone or a captain tone. 


"Nothing bad! | had to get something from Jaune, that's all," Ruby 
smiled innocently, putting her hands behind her back. Pyrrha looked 
the girl up and down but didn't push it. 


"Sorry about that," Ruby said to Pyrrha while burying her hands in 
her pockets. She turned to Weiss and smiled, "I missed you in class 
today. | don't think you've ever missed a day, so | was worried," Ruby 
admitted, and Weiss blushed. 


"You aren't the only one! Penny and | were worried all day after you 
never showed up to first hour. Spent all day texting her and she was 
just lounging around doing whatever she does," 


"Watching movies, eating take out, and napping," Weiss said 
proudly, glad when everyone laughed. 


"Sounds like a fun day," Penny said as she walked closer to Weiss, 
hands behind her back. 


"| don't think I've had a day like that in months, stupid track," Pyrrha 
whined, slumping her head in despair. Weiss wanted to say that 
she'd never had a day like that before but bit her tongue, not wanting 
to wreck the mood this early. 


"But it hasn't been all bad, right?" Weiss asked, a smirk on her face 
as Pyrrha perked back up. 


"Maybe not all bad," She said awkwardly, getting a curious look from 
Penny, "Should we head inside? Yang'll be mad if we don't make an 
appearance," 


"If she loses and blames it on us for not being there | get to steal her 
lunch, agreed?" Ruby asked, starting to stroll towards the front door 
of the school like she was walking on clouds. 


"You can try, but | don't think it'll go well," Pyrrha said, rushing after 
Ruby and leaving Penny and Weiss behind. 


"They really like to rush, don't they?" Penny asked with a chuckle, 
not making a move to follow. 


"Yeah, but what else is new?" Weiss asked, walking towards her, 
well, her friends. 


"| put the posters up, so that's new | guess," Penny said matter of 
factly but with a genuine smile on her lips. 


"That's great! Have you gotten anyone new to join the club yet?" 


"Not yet," Penny sighed, looking towards something on the ground, 
"But hopefully we'll get some new people soon. We'll take anyone, 


and it's tons of fun. Lots of good people, good friends," She said so 
softly Weiss hardly heard her. 


"It sounds like fun," Weiss said, gripping the edge of her shirt. She 
wasn't sure if t was her imagination, but it really seemed like Penny 
was trying to make a pitch here. The thing is, it didn't sound half bad. 


"| really like it, it's the only place I've ever really felt like | belong..." 
Penny said as she started falling behind, all but stopping. Weiss 
matched her pace step for step, her eyes never leaving Penny's. 


"| wish | Knew what that was like. I've always been by myself, so | 

wouldn't know too much about belonging,” Weiss said, the words 

undeniably true. It felt like a knot in her stomach unraveled as she 
said it, a bit of tension leaving her body as it went. 


"| know all about that feeling," Penny admitted, running a hair 
through her poofy orange locks. "It feels like nobody will ever listen, 
ever care. Everyone seems scary and like they don't care about 
you," Penny said, with a deep knowing in her voice that resonated 
somewhere deep in Weiss's heart. "When | was a kid my Dad 
always told me that if you be yourself, to be true and to try your best, 
you'll eventually make friends that'll last forever," 


"I know that's kind of silly and like something out of a kids movie, but 
it helped me a lot growing up. It led me to Pyrrha, to Ruby... to, uh, 
you," Penny said, her voice shaky and brittle like old china. 


"It's not silly. My sister says stuff like that all the time, and she always 
ends up being right in the end. Your Dad seems really smart. You 
seem really smart," Weiss smiled, watching as Penny's face started 
to turn a deep red. 


"l- thank you. | mean, you do too. Yes," 


"You ok? Your face looks a little flush," Weiss asked, wondering if the 
girl was starting to get a fever. 


"I'm fine!" Penny stuttered, her face even redder now. 
"Maybe we should get inside? It's getting cold, maybe that'll help?" 


"Yes, that's a great idea! Ruby and Pyrrha are probably waiting for 
us, let's go," Penny said as she started rushing towards the door 
leaving Weiss in the dust. 


"| guess she's fine," Weiss said, scratching her hair as she moved 
towards the door, "I wonder if this'll become a trend," 


The high school gave Weiss just as much anxiety after hours as it 
did when it was filled with students, half of the lights in the building 
were off, and everything was cast in eerie shadows. The main hall 
and cafeteria were empty, but the door to the gym was open and 
leaving golden light into the hallway. 


There was a table in front of the door that was manned by a single 
middle aged woman, probably one of the students’ parents. She had 
a visor on her head, a stamp in her hand, and an open cash box next 
to her. 


There was a line of about ten students and parents waiting patiently 
in line as the woman took her time having a conversation with every 
patron. Near the front of the line, Weiss spotted her friends, but it 
would've been hard to miss them with Ruby waving at her with both 
hands. 


"Weiss, we're over here!" Ruby called out, with a smile on her face. 


"| see, you can put your hands down," Weiss chuckled as she 
walked up to them, feeling bad as she cut in line. But nobody said 
anything, and everyone seemed happy talking amongst themselves 
with happy grins. 


By the time Weiss got there, they were at the front of the line 
handing the woman money. "How ya doin, Ruby? Having fun with 


those robits of yours?" The woman asked as she took their money 
and made change. 


"Oh yeah, it's awesome! Superbot looks like it's gonna be the best 
one we've made! We have our first competition this Sunday, you 
should come!" Ruby asked with a grin that the woman mirrored. 


"Wouldn't miss it. Now you kids get going, Yang's match is starting 
soon," The woman said, waving them through the door, stamping 
their hands with a red smiley face. As Weiss passed her by the 
woman smiled and winked at her, and Weiss found herself getting 
more excited by the minute. As she passed through the threshold of 
the door, she could hear the roar of the crowd, and Weiss felt 
electricity race through her. 


-AIN- 


Last week YuukiAsuna-Chan commented that we're pretty far in 
the story and there hasn't been much of Ruby in the story. 
That's something I hadn't thought of, and I agree. I'm gonna put 
more in because of story reasons and hopefully it feels better. 
At the end of the day this is a romance after all! Does anyone 
else have any story thoughts? If so, l'd love to hear them! I can't 
promise anything, but I'll read and consider everything. 


Anyway, hope everyone's enjoying the story so far! I have a lot 
more planned and have the story planned out. | have more free 
time so I'm gonna work on making chapters a little longer to try 
and get us to the end faster. See you guys next week! 


Chapter 36 


The gym, which had already seemed so big yesterday, now seemed 
massive. The seats were all fully extended and filled, most of them 
filled on the first floor. The track on the second floor was all but gone, 
replaced by the nosebleed section. There were students there 
talking and doing homework, but Weiss didn't recognize any of them. 
There were also parents with young kids, people sitting on their 
laptops, some leaning on the rail, and others cheering their heads off 
looking down at the first floor. 


The first floor was bustling, and in the center of the room was a 
boxing ring that looked like something out of a movie. It was a few 
feet in the air and looked solid, Weiss wondered if the team built it 
there or had it moved from somewhere unseen. Seats were lined all 
around the ring filled with high schoolers, all of who were dressed in 
loose workout clothes or sports bras and shorts. 


There was a table where several official-looking people sat staring at 
the match, excitedly talking amongst themselves. Weiss wasn't sure 
if they were officials or commentators, but her attention was quickly 
pulled to the action. 


In the middle of the ring were two girls were circling each other, both 
of them staring daggers and neither daring to look away. One girl 
was dressed in a black sports bra lined with gold, while the other 
was dressed in a gray outfit with white highlights. Weiss realized that 
lots of the girls sitting or walking around the floor were wearing the 
same colors, it puzzled her for a moment until she realized they were 
school colors, recognizing the black and gold from Beacons halls. 


A hard thud echoed through the halls and the gym exploded in a 
cascade of cheers that left Weiss's ears ringing. The girls were 
swinging quickly, both of the ducking and dancing out of the way with 
a grace that Weiss could only dream of having. 


"Weiss, you ok?" Penny asked, and Weiss realized exactly how 
close the two of them were standing, and she wondered how long 
she'd been there. 


"Yeah, I'm alright. Where should we sit?" Weiss asked, turning 
quickly away from the action and towards Penny's grin 


"Don't worry, we already have our seats picked out, we just have to 
find Yang," Penny said before turning and strolling down the track. 
There was a gap in the track that Weiss hadn't noticed that opened 
the way to a set of stairs wrecked into the seats that led down to the 
first floor. 


Weiss looked and saw Ruby and Pyrrha standing at the bottom, ruby 
standing on her tippy toes as she looked through the crowd for locks 
of golden hair. Weiss looked out at the sea of people as she walked 
down the stairs, dodging stray hands while doing the same, but not 
finding the explosion of color anywhere. But she did find a quiet girl 
in black sitting down talking to a girl whose hair was in a tight braid 
near the edge of the ring. 


"Do you guys see Yang?" Ruby asked curiously, her legs shaking as 
she tried to stay on her tippy toes. 


"No, | can never find her before she fights," Pyrrha sighed, 
scratching her head with an annoyed scowl. 


"Negative," Penny said, shaking her head. 


"Dang. Pyrrha, can | get a lift?" Ruby asked with an enthusiastic 
smile. 


"| saw Blake sitting over there," Weiss said, pointing towards the 
edge of the ring. 


"Aw, you couldn't have waited another second to say something?" 
Ruby whined, her shoulders slumping. 


"I'll give you a lift later, ok?" Pyrrha assured her, patting the shorter 
girl on her head like a puppy. 


"Promise?" 


"Of course," Pyrrha agreed, "Now let's go find our brawler," She said, 
turning and strolling towards Blake. 


"You never give me lifts," Penny complained, following after them 
with Weiss quickly catching up. 


"You never ask," 


"Is this something you guys do often?" Weiss asked, raising an 
eyebrow. 


"Not exactly often-" 


"At every game, event, meet, or competition,” Penny interrupted, 
leaving Pyrrha gaping. 


"Is that bad?" Ruby asked, tilting her head, but before anyone had 

the chance to answer the crowd let out a deafening cheer. The four 
of them turned towards the ring and saw the other school's girls on 
the ground, struggling to get up. 


"Let's go, Suzy!" Pyrrha cried out suddenly, sounding like a Viking 
and making Weiss flinch. Penny kept walking like nothing had 
happened, but Ruby was looking at Weiss hiding her laughing face 
behind her hand. Well, Weiss assumed she was laughing, she 
couldn't exactly hear it. 


"She likes cheering," 


"Does she get that loud often?" Weiss asked as she caught up to 
Ruby. 


"Oh, that wasn't loud. Wait until the end of Yang's match, you'll be 
able to hear her down the hall," 


"That's concerning..." Weiss said, looking at Pyrrha who was 
screaming for the Vale girl weaved past a hit. 


"I'll warn you before she gets too loud, don't worry," Ruby smiled, her 
silver eyes sparkling in the light. 


"Hey, you two," A voice cut in, drawing Ruby's attention. Weiss 
couldn't help but linger on the girl, noticing how nice her hair looked. 
She wasn't sure if she was imagining it, but Weiss could've sworn 
she'd smelled a hint of strawberry in the air when she walked away. 


"Hey Blake! Where's Yang?" Ruby asked flatly, looking around past 
Penny, the girl with the braids next to Blake, and Pyrrha. 


"I'm right here, doofus!" The braided girl said, her voice heated. 
Weiss noticed that the girl was wearing the same black and gold suit 


as Suzy, but her bra was a bit more filled. Her hair was a vibrant gold 
and her eyes were a deep violet- 


"Yang?" Weiss and Ruby said at the same time, equally shocked. 


"Yes! Is it really that weird?" Yang asked, wrapping her arms around 
Blake and burying her face in the girl's shoulder. 


"No, it looks great, Babe. Doesn't it?" Blake asked, staring daggers 
at each of them, one at a time. 


"It looks amazing, Yang," 
"What Pyrrha said," Penny nodded. 


"| really like the braids, they're different," Weiss smiled earnestly, 
grateful when Yang peaked at her. 


"| didn't recognize you, that's awesome! But it doesn't matter how 
your hair is, you're gonna win!" Ruby cheered, her eyes burning with 
determination. 


"Blake said that 'A ponytail might not be good enough, all the pro's 
braid their hair,', she finally broke me," Yang said sadly, grabbing at 
the braid and wiggling it like a stick. 


"Stop, you're gonna wreck it," Blake said, gently taking the hair away 
from her girlfriend and setting it down. Yang was sad but perked up 
when Blake held her tapped hands. 


"How're you feeling?" Pyrrha wondered, looking like she was having 
a hard time not turning to watch the end of the fight. 


"She's feeling like she's about to kick butt!" Ruby chimed in, a wild 
grin on her face as she lifted her fists in the air. 


Weiss gasped when Ruby unzipped her jacket and slid it down her 
shoulders revealing a bright yellow t-shirt that had a sharpie drawing 
of Yang's face with her name in bold above. The drawing was 
definitely hand-drawn, but it was surprisingly good, and it wouldn't 
have shocked Weiss to learn if it had been commissioned. 


"Aren't you supposed to be my biggest supporter?" Yang teased, 
looking at Blake. 


"| braided your hair, | think that's pretty supportive," Blake said, 
blushing when Yang kissed her fingers. 


"Good point," Yang said smoothly, giving another kiss. 


"Where's everyone else?" Ruby asked curiously like the two weren't 
acting all mushy. Yang looked away from Blake, her eyes narrow. 


"Over on the other side of the ring, cheering on Suzy. She's got this 
though, no need to worry," Yang said with a confident grin, everyone 
looked to try and find them, everyone aside from Pyrrha that is. 

"So how are you feeling?" She asked again, her voice unyielding. 


"It's 2-2, and this is the last chance | have to beat her this season, so 
I'm sort of nervous. Just a little. But like Ruby said, | feel like I'm 


about to kick butt," She said, her smile turning into something 
predatory and her eyes seemingly turning a fiery red. 


"Good, you are about to kick butt," Pyrrha nodded, satisfied, before 
turning to the ring, cupping her hands over her mouth and 
screaming, "Get up!" at Suzy who was on the ground gasping. 


Yang stared at Weiss for a moment, probably deciding if she was 
going to fire a quip or to play nice, "It's good to see you here, when | 
didn't see you at school | wondered if | scared you off," 


"Of course I'm scared, but | know Blake'll keep you in check," Weiss 
said confidently, keeping to herself how scared she was of Yang 
paying her back for that slap one day if she ever got on the girl's bad 
side. 


"She's not wrong," 


"| never said she was," Yang chuckled, leaning back in her chair and 
stretching her core, showing off exactly how much work she'd put 
into this sport. 


"Shouldn't you be warming up or something?" Weiss wondered, 
looking back towards the ring, and saw both girls stumbling, but on 
their feet. 


"Already done, the best thing for me now is to be right here. Here 
being wherever Blake is," 


"Port said we aren't allowed to sit next to each other until Yang 
finishes her warmups, you'd be shocked how fast she gets them 
done," Blake teased, her smile growing when she saw Yang blush. 


"They like to bully me," Yang whined, looking at Blake with a look 
that looked shockingly similar to Ruby's puppy dog eyes, but Yangs 
were a lot less potent than hers. 


Weiss opened her mouth to say that Winter was the same way, 
always teasing her, but stopped herself short. The last time she'd 
talked about her sister Yang got a bit... heated. She looked so calm 
with Blakes's arms around her, and if this match was as important as 
everyone made it seem, the last thing Yang needed was to think of 
Winter. Later. They'd talk later. 


"Yang, there you are my girl! How do you feel?" boomed an excited 
voice from behind them, taking everyone's attention off of her. Port 

walked up to them with his bushy eyebrows raised and arms behind 
his back like a soldier. 


"Fine, can people stop asking me that?" Yang huffed, smiling when 
Blake patted her on the head. 


"Fantastic!" He chimed, before his head suddenly snapped towards 
Weiss like she'd screamed, "Weiss, how good to see you here on 
two feet! | was worried when Hilda told us you had a cold, but glad to 
see you were simply, resting," he winked, "Though | dare say, it is a 
shame that you missed water polo today," 


Weiss blinked rapidly, unsure if what she'd just heard was real. "You 
were worried? I-I'm sorry, | didn't mean to-" 


"Nonsense! Don't feel guilty for something so trivial," He interrupted, 
giving her a deep laugh. "I never thought I'd see you here, but I'm 
glad to be proven wrong," 


"Thank you, I'm glad to be here, this looks like it'll be really fun," 
Weiss said, a slow smile spreading on her lips as she talked. 


"| expect it will be. Enjoy the match," He said with a fatherly smile 
before turning back to Yang, who had her eyes closed while Blake 
ran her fingers up and down the girls arms. "Come on, Yang, it's time 
to sign in," 


The blonde's eyes opened and she was on her feet before Weiss 
knew what was happening, an excited grin painted on her face, 


"Then what're we waiting for?" 


"Suzy to win," Blake said as she stood up and walked towards the 
table. 


"That's the attitude | like to see!" Port exclaimed, following after. 
Yang took a step before stopping and turning around sheepishly. 


“Thanks for coming by the way. After our talk the other day | wasn't 
exactly sure about you, | guess l'm still not... But this means a lot, 
thanks," Yang smiled, walking after Blake and Port before Weiss had 
time to respond. 


Weiss watched the three of them leave, her head spinning after 
hearing so many nice words about her. When Winter said stuff like 
that it felt good, but that was her sister. Yang and Port talking like 
that though? It made her want to run a lap around the track, which 
for her was a big deal. 


"Are you gonna stand there all night or do you come and sit with 
us?" Weiss heard, turning to find Ruby with her bright yellow shirt 
standing there, doofy grin on her face. 

"How could | say no?" 


"Like that, you just said it," Ruby giggled, while Weiss gaped at her. 


"l- | didn't... That was clever," Weiss begrudgingly admitted, her face 
turnng a few degrees higher. 


"It was? Tell Yang that, she never believes that I'm clever," Ruby 
said, reaching out and taking Weiss's arm and pulling her towards 
their seats. 


"| think you're clever, you came up with the Superbot, right?" Weiss 
asked, wondering if her guess was right. 


"| did! You think so? We voted on it, but | was very persuasive. Or, | 
had Yang be persuasive," Ruby laughed, as they walked up to the 


bleachers on the far side of the ring. A few feet above the ring sat 
Jaune, Pyrrha, Nora, Ren, Yatsuhashi, and Penny. Everyone was 
either talking amongst themselves or was looking at the match, 
where Suzy was on the ground and the ref was counting. 


Ruby let go of her as they approached, but the only one who 
seemed to notice them was Penny, who was looking at the two of 
them with wide eyes. She looked like she wanted to say something, 
but gave a simple wave before turning back to Pyrrha, who was 
talking with Jaune. 


Ruby sat down at the bottom row, where she tapped the seat next to 
her. Weiss blushed, but sat down anyway, making sure there were 
several inches between them. "Is this your first boxing match?" Ruby 
questioned, her silver eyes glistening on Weiss like nobody else was 
near them. 


"Uh, yeah. | haven't really been to many sorting things. Events. 
Whatever you call them. By the way, who are we versing?" 


"Haven! They're sort of our rival school if you didn't know, but you're 
smart so I'm guessing you did..." 


"| didn't actually, but thank you," Weiss squeaked out, her skin 
feeling like it was tingling as she talked. 


"Really?" Ruby questioned, shocked, "Well they're pretty tough, but 
we're tougher. Their best fighter is who Yang's going against," Ruby 
said, turning and looking at the table, "That's her," 


Ruby pointed towards a small girl who looked younger than Ruby, 
with bubblegum pink hair on the left side of her hair and a deep 
brown on the left. The odd thing was her eyes seemed to match her 
hair. She wasn't sure if her eye was really pink, but from far away it 
looked like it was. 


She was small, had a confident strut in her steps that would've 
suited a model, and a confident smirk on her face that made her look 


like she knew something you didn't. From even this far away though 
it was clear how toned her muscles were, tight and big. 


The scariest part of the girl though was when Yang stomped up to 
the table, she towered over the girl by several inches. Yang looked 
like a warrior who'd been training her whole life, someone who could 
probably bench press a truck. But this girl looked at her and winked, 
taking a step closer and looking up at Yang, daring her to do 
something. 


"That's Neo..." 


Chapter 37 


"Is it just me or do they look angry?" Weiss asked, not sure if anyone 
heard her over the explosive noise of the crowd. 


"They aren't angry, they're just trying to intimidate each other. | think 
it looks like they're flirting though," Ruby joked, leaning in close to 
Weiss, talking right into her ear. Her voice was calm, carrying a hint 
of laughter in it that left Weiss feeling giddy. "Look at Blake," 


Weiss tore her eyes away from Yang, whose hands were on her hips 
like some kind of amazonian, and looked at Blake who was swinging 
her hands around wildly. At first, Weiss thought she was complaining 
at Yang and talking with her hands, but then Weiss realized that she 
actually was talking with her hands. 


" She's been trying really hard to learn, so just bear with it, ok?" 


"Who's been trying hard?" Ruby questioned, turning away from the 
ring and looking straight at her. 


"Uh, Yang, | think? It's sort of hard to tell from here. Sorry, | probably 
shouldn't be prying, should |?" Weiss apologized, feeling like she 
should've kept her mouth shut. 


"You can read sign language? That's so freaking cool!" Ruby gaped, 
eyes wide and sparkling. Weiss's brain froze, and words were 
suddenly in short supply. 


"It's not that cool, but it's pretty useful for talking when you don't want 
people to hear," Weiss blushed, covering her cheeks with her hands, 
shocked at how warm they were getting. "Is- is it just me or is it really 
hot in here?" 


"It's just you," Ruby smiled before she blinked like she suddenly 
realized what she'd said. "Sorry, | was just kidding! | didn't mean for it 


to sound like- never mind. No, it's not just you, we're packed in a 
gym with a ton of screaming people. It gets hot pretty quick," 


"l- um... Ok," Weiss choked out, dropping her hands and letting 
them wrap into the hem of her shirt. 


"Sorry, I'm not really good with words. But as Yang's sister and 
Blakes probably maybe future sister in law | give you permission to 
read what they're saying. AS long as you tell me what they're 
saying," she said, giving a thumbs up. 


"If you're sure it's ok," Weiss sighed, giving into the girl and her 
sweet eyes, " Wait, you're Yang's sister?" Weiss said, doing a 
double-take and looking at the girl in a whole new light. 


"You couldn't tell? | never told you that?" 


"No, you didn't tell me that!" Weiss cried, remembering when she 
Slapped Ruby's sister across the face. The face that, now that she 
looked at it, did look like Ruby in some ways. The same smile, the 
curve of their jaw, the overwhelming positivity, they were all dead 
giveaways. "I thought you guys had different last names though?" 


"Ah, you're an astute one! We have different moms but the same 
dad. Yang has our dads last name, Xiao-Long and | have my mom's 
last name, Rose," As Ruby explained, her light tone turned serious, 
and her smile became somber, but her eyes never lost their 
shimmer. 


"| have my mom's last name too. It's sort of tradition in my family," 
Weiss explained, not wanting to say her last name. She wasn't sure 
if Ruby had heard it in class before, but the fewer times she repeated 
it in public the better. 


The cheering finally started to subside when it erupted again when 
the ref held up Suzy's hand in victory. She turned and helped the 
Haven girl to her feet, giving her a hug before the two walked to the 
different sides of the 


"That's cool, guess both our families are a little different, huh?" Ruby 
joked, and if Weiss wasn't blind, it looked like she was blushing... 
But it was pretty hot in the gym. "What're they saying now?" 


"Oh, right," Weiss blinked, turning back to the three girls. Blake and 
Neo's hands flowed like water from one sign to the next, while Yang 
seemed to be struggling a wee bit. 


"It's been a fun season, but I do miss Winter," Neo signed, her 
shoulders slumping as she did. 


" You aren't the only one," Blake signed, turning to Yang and 
probably asking if she was keeping up. 


"Blakes saying that it's gonna be nice to have the season over, | 
think she's talking about boxing, but it may also be about the 
weather," Weiss said, feeling a jolt of electricity run through her when 
Ruby chuckled. But then, she kept reading. 


" Do you think she'll ever come back? | want to see her before I 
graduate " Neo signed, and Wiess froze. Suddenly, she realized 
Ruby was Yang's sister. Neo was Yang's opponent. If Yang had been 
so close to Winter, then Ruby... Ruby must know Winter. 


"What're they saying? Anything fun?" Ruby asked, an innocent smile 
on her face. 


"Not really, just a little trash talk," Weiss stuttered, gripping her shirt 
hard. 


"Why am I not surprised?" Ruby chuckled before she squealed and 
jumped a foot in the air. Penny and Jaune started to laugh as Ruby 
looked around clutching her sides like they hurt, "Who tickled me?" 
She cried, getting everyone else to laugh with them. But it wasn't 
mean or hurtful, it was light and friendly in a way that Weiss had only 
heard from Winter really. So, Weiss laughed too, and she couldn't 
help but see Ruby's smile grow. 


"That would be me, kid," Said the deep voice of the school shop 
teacher. He stood up from behind Ruby's chair, waving his fingers at 
her. 


"You won't be laughing when | get you back later," Ruby warned, her 
hands guarding her sides. 


"If you were a few inches taller and a few pounds heavier that might 
be a fun threat," Qrow teased, jumping over the seats and taking the 
spot to Ruby's right. "Did | miss anything?" 


"Nope! Another minute or two and you would've been," 
"But I'm not in trouble?" 


"Not this time," Ruby said sternly, turning back towards Yang, "Oooh, 
they're starting!" 


Yang and Neos's conversation had ended and the two of them were 
climbing into the rings. Neo had on a pair of pink and brown gloves, 
and Weiss couldn't help but respect the girl's style. Yangs gloves on 
the other hand were red and worn like she'd been using them for 
years. 


Weiss was glad she missed the rest of their conversation. She'd 
forgiven Winter, but there was still a feeling of loss inside of her. If 
she'd known about Qrow earlier, would she have met Neo? Would 
they have been friends? 


"Weiss, how're you doing?" Qrow asked, tilting his head towards her. 
He asked in a quiet voice like he didn't want her to hear him, but he 
was looking at her like he was waiting for her answer. 

"Fine. Excited," She coughed, her throat feeling like a desert. 


"Have you ever seen a fight before?" 


"On tv, but never in person," 


"Well if you get a little squeamish, don't be afraid to step out, ok?" He 
said, and she wasn't sure if he was trying to put a double meaning 
into his words or if he was actually worried for her. 


"You're gonna have fun, I'm sure of it," Ruby said comfortingly, her 
eyes flicking down to the hem of Weiss's shirt. Weiss started to turn 
away but stopped herself, unlocking her grip and letting her shirt go 
free. 


"Yeah, I'm sure | will," Weiss agreed, taking deep breaths trying to 
relax. 


"Let's go, Yang!" Pyrrha cried out, sounding like a maniac, quickly 
followed by Nora who tried her best to one-up the jock. Jaune, 
Penny, Ren, and even Yatsutashi joined in, so it wasn't much of a 
shock when Ruby and Qrow both started yelling too. 


Weiss looked at all of them and then down at Yang, who was doing 
some last-minute stretches in her corner as she talked to Port, who 
was standing on the ropes on the outside. Weiss sat quietly, feeling 
the air vibrate with excitement. 


But it didn't feel right for her to be there. She hadn't known Yang for 
years like everyone else here probably did, she'd known her for a 
few days. Not only did she not know her, she hated her sister, and it 
was Weiss's fault. Winter would say it wasn't, and she was probably 
right, but it felt like it was. 


She was about to stand up, make some dumb excuse and call 
Winter, but before she could Ruby was reaching across her lap and 
grabbing her hands. Weiss felt Ruby's warm and callused fingers 
over her hands and didn't fight as the girl picked them up and started 
clapping them together. 


"Come on, just like this! Let's go Yang!" Ruby called out, clapping 
with Weiss's hands. 


"Ruby, what're you doing?" 


"If you aren't going to cheer, then | have to help. You're Yang's friend, 
and you gotta show it!" Ruby said, her voice clear of doubt or 
hesitation. 


"| don't think-" 
"Weiss?" 
"Yeah?" 


"She wants you here. | want you here. We all do," Ruby said in her 
ear so that she was sure nobody else had heard it. "I can see it in 
your eyes. Don't worry, we like you, promise,” 


Weiss wasn't sure how Ruby knew what she was feeling, if she'd 
talked to someone or if Weiss was just that easy to read. Either way, 
the words worked, and Weiss's hands started to clap on their own. 


"That's better," Ruby said, but she didn't move her hands away from 
Weiss's. She thought about saying something, but Ruby's warmth 
felt nice. "Er- good job!" Ruby said awkwardly, dropping Weiss's 
hands like they'd caught fire. 


"Thanks?" Weiss giggled as her stomach flipped. Ruby's grin looked 
strained, but Weiss couldn't tell if she was keeping it down or forcing 
it up, or if she was just crazy. 


"Your welcome," Ruby nodded, her face beat red as she turned back 
towards her sister and yelled, "You got this!" 


Weiss laughed, but it became forced when in the corner of her eye 
she saw Qrow, staring at her. She didn't want to turn and check, but 
she could feel his eyes on her and wasn't sure why. 


Before she could worry too much, Yang and Neo walked towards the 
center to the mat. Neo walked on her tiptoes, weaving and bobbing 
as she walked. Yang was stretching her back and arms, making 
herself look huge compared to the unfazed Neo. 


The ref said something and the two of them held up their gloves, 
tapping them lightly. Then the bell rang and the crowd exploded. 
From the sound of it you'd think that someone had thrown a massive 
punch, but the opposite was true. 


They both put up their gloves defensively, taking slow steps as they 
circled around each other. They both had smirks on their face like 
they were sharing a joke, neither looking away. Yang started to 
move, throwing a quick jab to the girls head. Almost like she'd 
predicted it, Neo had already ducked out of the way, nearly smalling 
into the brick that was Yang's right glove. 


Weiss took in a sharp breath as Yang threw punch after punch at the 
girl's face, only for each one to miss by a hair. Neo danced around 
Yang's attacks, keeping her hands close to her face. 


"She's looking for an opening," Ruby said, pulling Weiss away from 
the fight. 


"What kind of an opening?" Weiss asked absentmindedly as she 

turned towards Ruby. She was staring straight ahead with both of 
her feet bouncing like rabbits. Her hands were in her lap, fiddling 

with something. 


Weiss didn't like snooping, but she couldn't help but try and geta 
better look at what she was playing with. She was expecting 
something like a chain or one of those fidget somethings, but she 
was twisting a bolt and nut. She was about sixty-percent sure that's 
what the diagram in the shop class had labeled them as. 


"A place Yang isn't paying attention so she can punch her," 


"Oh, duh. She won't find one though, right? Isn't Yang supposed to 
be really good?" 


"It'll happen, it always does with Neo. They're both really good, and 
really stubborn," Ruby said, her voice heavy with worry. Ruby blinked 


for the first time since Weiss had been looking at her, an eyebrow 
raised as she looked to her leg. 


Qrow had put has hand on her knee, it didn't seem to do much, but 
then Ruby's hands slowed. He didn't say anything, didn't even look 
at Ruby, but Weiss could see the care in his eyes even as he 
cheered for Yang. 


"Come on Yang! Show that shrimp how it's done!" Nora cried out, 
leaving Weiss's ears ringing. 


"Nora, she's nice, why are you trash talking her?" Ren said from his 
chair with his hand firmly in Nora's grasp as she stood. Yatsuhashi 
sat to his right nodding firmly at her. 


"Because she's from Haven, and right now we're competing! Roman 
does the same thing he doesn't hide it," Pyrrha defended, standing 
next to Nora literally and metaphorically. 


"That doesn't mean she can insult her," Jaune said quietly. The poor 
boy was sitting with Penny separating him from his girlfriend, who 
was now pouting and looking at him with sad eyes. 

"| mean... Maybe it's not the best," Pyrrha agreed. 


"Aw, is someone learning a lesson?" Penny teased, patting her on 
the back from her chair reassuringly. 


"Get 'em Yang!" Nora yelled above everyone else. 


"Do you think she heard them?" Ruby asked honestly, looking down 
their row. 


"She didn't insult Neo that time, so it's a step forward," Weiss said, 
causing Ruby to giggle, before a hiss from the crowd hushed all of 
them and drew them back to the match. 


Yang, who up until now had been swinging away widely, was 
suddenly on the defensive. As she dodged Neo would throw in 


punches that Yang managed to dodge or deflect with her gloves, but 
they weren't slowing down. 


Yang was being forced backwards, even if it was only an inch ata 

time, and Weiss reminded herself to breathe as she watched Yang 
move. Sure she'd slapped the girl, but that didn't mean she wanted 
others to hit her. 


When Yang's back hit the rope, Neo punched towards the girl's 
stomach, but Yang pivoted at the last moment. For the first time in 
the fight Neo's bored look shattered. Her eyes were wide as she 
watched Yang's opposite fist fly in and slam into her side. 


The crowd cheered, and Weiss was one of the loudest, but her voice 
choked to a halt when Neo didn't go down, instead throwing a hard 
upper cut straight into the side of Yang's face. Both girls stumbled, 
neither of their eyes daring to look away as they let their injuries sink 
in. 


After a moment of reeling, both girls were standing mostly straight. 
Yang's eyes looked almost blood red as she grinned at Neo like a 
madwoman. Neo took it in strides, taking the challenge head, her 

smile broadening as she rolled her shoulders. 


"Looks like they finally started," Ruby gulped, suddenly sounding 
weak. 


"What are you talking about?" 


"It looks like they're getting serious," Ruby shuttered, her voice 
nearly getting drowned out by the screams of the audience. 


Chapter 38 


Weiss had watched more action movies the past few months than 
most people saw their whole lives, constantly fighting back and forth 
with Winter over the remote, trying to turn it to something more 
sensible like the Real Housewives . Anyway, the point is that Weiss 
had seen plenty of people getting punched in the face lately, but 
Yang's fight was like something out of a horror movie. 


Yang's face looked like a bruised fruit, with most of her face painted 
in purple and yellow bruises. Her left eye was swollen nearly shut 
and she had welts covering her skin. She stumbled as she circled 
Neo, who was just as wobbly on her feet. The shorter girl still had 
both of her eyes, but her breathing was ragged and her chest was 
splotched with a rainbow of bruises. 


The arena was magnetic, it was the tenth round and the crowds 
were all on their feet cheering like it was the world series. "Let's go 
Yang, put her down on her butt!" 


"Show Haven who's the boss!" Pyrrha and Nora cried, their voices 
hoarse and cracking as they fought through the pain. 


"One more punch!" Jaune cried, flinching as Penny clutched onto his 
arm so tight her nails nearly broke the skin. Ren and Yatsutashi were 
clapping and hollering, too busy tracking every punch to talk. 


Blake was in the front row next to Port, standing like a statue with 
her arms wrapped around herself as she watched Yang. Her eyes 
were unmoving, but her lips were moving like a blur. Port was 
standing next to her crying something to Yang that only she was 
likely to hear, but he would pause and nod to Blake every few 
seconds before adding a few quick words of his own. 


Even the nosebleeds and the second floor were crying out for more, 
hoping to be on the side of the school left standing. The upper seats 


were full now and people were even leaning over the rails to get a 
good view of the action. 


The only one aside from her in the entire gym that seemed to be 
quiet was the one she expected to be the loudest, Miss Ruby Rose. 
The girl who had made her own Yang shirt to support her sister and 
who was talking so much smack before the match was sitting in her 
chair absolutely still, her eyes unblinking as she stared at the match. 


The nervous energy that had been leaking out of her earlier had all 
dried up, leaving her bouncing feet glued to the ground and her smile 
dust in the wind. Her eyes were dull steel, and everything about the 
girl seemed off. Qrow's hand was still on her knee, and Weiss could 
see the girl clutching his sleeve. 


"Ruby, do you think she can win?" Weiss asked hesitantly, turning as 
Yang fell out of the way of Neo's punch. The girl didn't move, blink, or 
even seem to breathe. "Ruby?" She said, reaching out and touching 
her shoulder. 


"No!" Ruby cried, jumping a foot in the air and slapping Weiss's hand 
away like it was on fire. Weiss recoiled, pulling her hands away, 
holding them close to her chest. For a moment, the people near 
them quieted and stared at them, Jaune, Penny, Pyrrha, and all the 
others turned towards them for a moment, but all of them turned 
away when their eyes landed on Qrow's hand. 


"Are you ok?" Weiss asked, her heart racing as her face turned 
crimson. 


"Oh, no, what? No! I'm fine," Ruby panted with one hand on her 
chest and the other gripping Qrows wrist so hard it was a miracle his 
fingers didn't turn blue. 


"You just screamed, kid. Fine isn't the right word," Qrow said, sitting 
up straighter and looking towards them, his cold eyes lingering on 
Weiss. 


"| got spooked, that's all. | was watching the fight," Ruby said 
stubbornly with a pout. 


"Sorry, | didn't mean to scare you," Weiss said, turning away from 
the two of them and turning back to the fight, but she didn't feel like 
watching anymore. 


"Hold on, that's not what | meant! You didn't scare me that bad, it 
was just sort of... Unexpected. It happens though, no reason to 
apologize," Ruby said, rubbing the back of her neck, her eyes low. 


"Sorry. | mean, I'm not sorry. | am, but | don't wanna keep saying it," 
Weiss said, her tongue quickly tying itself in all sort of neat knots, "I 
also wish | could speak a sentence like a normal person," 


"Tell me about it," Ruby sighed, looking back towards the ring only to 
flinch when Yang took another hard hit to the chest. 


"It must be pretty hard watching her get hit," 


"It's sort of like swallowing nails every time | see her take a punch. 
Not that I've ever done that, but it feels pretty close," She said, 
chuckling like she'd said a joke. 


"That's awful, | don't know how you can deal with it," Weiss said, 
looking at her again and seeing that she was almost as pale as her 
and Winter were normally. 


"Usually by breaking my hand," Qrow said again, holding up which 
was still being held in a vice by Ruby. 


"Oh yeah, and that. | also do that," Ruby giggled, slowly releasing 
her grip, but she instantly looked stiffer when she stopped touching 
him. 


"| was kidding, you don't have to let go," Qrow said awkwardly, 
leaving his hand where it was. 


"I'll be fine, don't worry about it you old grump," Ruby said 
confidently, but Weiss saw how her eyes danced around the fight 
and how her hands were back at work twisting the nut and bolt 
again. 


"I know it's distracting, I'll stop," Ruby said when she noticed Weiss's 
prying eyes. 


"It's fine. Sometimes you just have to move. When | watch a scary 
movie | always end up pacing in the kitchen as | watch it, can't sit 
still," Weiss said, trying to sound comforting. 

"You too? It's fun isn't it?" 

"Oh, amazing, not annoying at all that | can't just sit there," 

"At least your brain isn't constantly jumping from one thing to the 
next. It's fun until I'm trying to work and I'm suddenly thinking about 
bunnies," 

"Bunnies?" 

"They're soft and fluffy, and for some reason, my brain always jumps 
to them when | weld! It's so weird," Ruby laughed, scratching the 
back of her head. 

"Sounds about as bad as thinking about horses in math class," 
"That's not weird though, that's just cool!" 


"You think a lot of stuff's cool, don't you?" 


"Yeah, but it doesn't hurt that you're really cool," Ruby said, leaving 
Weiss at a loss for words. 


“Thanks. Uh, you are too," She said in broken English, trying her 
best to take the compliment. The two of them slid into awkward 
silence after that, the sounds of the cheering suddenly felt quiet next 
to Ruby, whose silence was deafening. 


Weiss tried thinking about something else to say, something about 
the fight maybe, but nothing was coming to mind. Every option she 
thought about bringing up suddenly felt stupid, and not worth the 
girl's time. 


"So, what-" But as Weiss was about to ask about what time of 
shampoo the girl used, she was saved when Yang took a hard hit. 
The gym went quiet for a single drawn-out moment like it was waiting 
for something, then a hard thud echoed through the room as Yang 
fell on her back. 


"Get up, Yang!" Qrow called out, watching as Yang gasped on the 
ground, quickly followed by the entire gym exploding into a chanting 
chorus. Weiss's ears hurt as everyone around her tried their hardest 
to coax Yang up. 


As much as Weiss cared about the fight, that wasn't where her 
attention was at now. She was watching as Ruby bit her lip, looking 
like she was about to cry. Qrow put his hand on her knee again, but 
she pushed it away as she stood up. 


"| gotta go to the bathroom," She said to nobody in particular before 
rushing past her and up the stairs to the second floor. Weiss wanted 
to say something, but she was gone before she knew what had 
happened. Everyone around them cast her a glance as she walked 
by, but none of them even made a move to stop her. 


"Is she going to be ok?" Weiss asked, leaning in close to Qrow. 


"She'll be fine, she usually leaves before the end. That warning at 
the start wasn't just for you ya know," 


"Oh, |... | had no idea. Should we just leave her alone? Should we 
do something? I-I'm not really sure," 


"She'll come back when she's ready, which is usually after the 
match. Just give her some time and she'll be fine," Qrow said ina 
lazy voice, while his hands were clenched fists at his side. 


"But- She's all alone. Shouldn't someone go and do something?" 
"Ruby's never alone, she'll make friends anywhere she goes," 


"But that doesn't mean she likes it that way," Weiss said, imagining 
all the time she spent alone under the stairs. Sure she liked not 
having to stress out over anyone, but it would've been so much nicer 
if she'd had someone with her. 


"Trust me, the rest of us have tried," Qrow said, nodding back to the 
row of high schoolers behind him, all of whom spared a glance at 
Ruby as she disappeared into the second floor. "She doesn't even 
like coming to these things if I'm not here, and | don't try and stop her 
when she leaves anymore. " 


"Oh... Alright then," Weiss said begrudgingly, sitting down and 
watching as Yang forced herself to stand on legs that would probably 
get blown over in the wind. Seconds ticked past, but they felt like 
hours. 


Weiss looked up at the second floor, trying to see any red hair 
coloring in the crowd but only finding cheap knockoffs. The crowd 
was roaring, but that only distracted her from her search. 


"If you're worried then do something about it," Qrow sad cooly, eying 
her down with a steely gaze that left her wondering how this guy got 
a job as a teacher. 


"Maybe | will," Weiss said defiantly as she stood up. 


"We'll see," he said darkly, like it was a challenge, before turning 
back to the ring and ignoring her. Weiss huffed and turned away 
from him, walking up the stairs and past all of the incoherent fans. 
Weiss halfway expected someone else to come with her, but all of 
her friends stayed put, probably because they hadn't noticed her 
leaving or because they didn't think it would do anything. 


Still, Weiss carried on until she was at the top of the stairs and was 

being pushed around by the fans. Weiss looked out across the gym 
from her new vantage point, but it was like trying to find a red-tipped 
needle in a screaming hay stack. Whatever that was. 


"Where are you?" She whispered as she started walking around the 
edge of the track, looking over people's shoulders from time to time 
hoping to see some sign of her. Weiss forced herself through the 
thick sea of people going towards where they entered, thinking the 
bathrooms over there was a good place to start. 


"You ok, kid? You look like you're looking for something," said a 
voice from somewhere in the mess of people, but Weiss wasn't sure 
it was even talking to her until she felt a hand on her shoulder. 


The woman had turned away from her spot at the rail and was 
looking at Weiss with concerned eyes. She was tall, lean, and hada 
surprisingly hard grip on her. Her hair was black and wild, rolling 
down her back in thick waves that probably hadn't been cut for 
years. 


"Yeah, have you seen a girl with red tips in her hair come by here? 
Probably looked upset?" Weiss asked, surprised when the woman 
nodded. 


"She went through the main entrance, is she ok?" She wondered, 
her face a mix of worry and something Weiss couldn't place, but it 
made her feel uneasy. 


"| think so. Probably. God | hope so," 


"It's good you're worried about her, everyone needs someone like 
that," She said, letting Weiss go, but not turning back to the fight. 
"Do you know Yang?" She asked, her voice all but a whisper. 


"We're... friends. Do you know her?" Weiss said, the word sticking to 
the roof of her mouth like peanut butter as she spoke. The woman 
had a sad smile on her face and nodded. 


"Not really, she's just a good boxer is all. Someone special," She 
said softly, leaving Weiss feeling like there was more to be said, 
"Good luck with them, you'll need it," She said, turning back to the 
fight, their conversation over. 


Weiss felt like something was wrong, but ignored it and started 
rushing through the crowd. Once she'd gotten far enough away 
Weiss looked back towards the woman but found that she was 
already gone. 


The table which had been guarded so thoroughly earlier was now 
abandoned, with the woman who had been sitting there screaming 
over the railing at Yang as she landed a hard hit on Neo. The cash 
box was clutched in her arms though, so at least there was no 
chance of the team getting robbed. This just also meant that there 
was no chance she'd seen Ruby if she was cheering. 


Then, Weiss felt stupid. She walked out of the gym and walked past 
the bathrooms, walking towards the once place that Ruby was sure 
to go, the Robotics room. 


Chapter 39 


Weiss had walked around the school plenty of times in her few 
months here, but she'd never been here this late before. Been there 
before the sun came up? Oh yeah, definitely. But this darkness felt 
different than the anxiety-ridden pre-sunrise that she was used to. 
The sun was gone and darkness seeped in through the windows, 
with only the twinkling of stars and humming of hall lights to keep it 
at bay. Her steps echoed far down the halls, with no noise or 
screaming to cover them up. Well, there was the gym, but compared 
to the average school day that was nothing. 


It reminded her of the halls in some of the action movies Winter had 
shown her last night. They'd seemed so intimidating then, but she 
felt giddy now like she was exploring some far off cave. The 
shadows were long on the halls of the art hallway, all of the doors 
were shut and locked without a trace of life to be seen, with only a 
small beam of light escaping from the cracked door past the library. 


Weiss stopped at the door and swung it open with a tap of her 
fingernail, clenching her hand into a fist. The door creaked open, but 
her feet were heavy and her heart was pounding. Everything she 
knew about Pyrrha, Ren, Nora, Jaune, and everyone else told her 
that they'd all be at Ruby's side in an instant if she was in trouble. 
But here she was, alone. Weiss took a shaky breath, then trudged 
through the worry and forced herself to enter. 


The classroom lights flickered weakly, only half of them turned on, 
giving the room a sickly gray hue. The chairs were all haphazardly 
thrown around with trash littering the tables and floor. 


"Maybe | should just walk away," Weiss whispered as she stood in 
front of the closed shop door, trying not to shake in her shoes. She 
looked back at the classroom door, but her feet were as stuck now 
as they were before, and for once she was grateful for it. She 


reached out and grabbed the handle, letting out a long breath as she 
twisted it ope-. 


"What the heck?" Weiss hissed as the handle refused to budge. "Are 
you broken or am | stupid? Or maybe you're just locked. Of course," 
She huffed, dropping the handle and crossing her arms. She stood 
there glaring at the door, hoping to scare it into submitting for her to 
no avail. 


“Guess that's why nobody else came," Weiss said flatly, realizing 
that this probably wasn't the first time she'd barricaded herself in 
there. Her back slumped as she turned around, walking back to the 
door while guilt settled in her stomach. Guilt? Why should she feel 
guilty? She wanted to help, it's not her fault that Ruby had the 
freaking door locked! It made it impossible to even ask her what was 
wrong! 


Weiss gritted her teeth as she froze, her heart pounding. No, she 
didn't have to just stand there and do nothing. She couldn't sit there 
and do nothing as her friend possibly suffered. She turned on her 
heel and stormed towards the door like she was about to punch it in 
the face. But because she liked having all of her knuckles not 
broken, she settled for knocking as hard as she could. 


She could hear a clunk from behind the door, but there wasn't a 
response. Did she stop knocking? No. As a matter of fact she hit the 
door even harder. "Ruby Rose, open this door right now! Er, please!" 
Weiss called out in a voice that sounded much too loud to be hers. 
There was a scurrying on the other side of the door and the quick 
mutterings of someone who sounded panicked. 


The lock clicked open and Weiss stopped her knocking, taking a 
step back as the door swung open to reveal the missing girl in red 
herself. "Weiss? What're you doing here?" 


Weiss took her time answering, looking Ruby up and down. Her eyes 
didn't look red or blotchy which was a good sign, but she did have a 


thin layer of sweat on her skin along with a black grease patch on 
her forehead. 


"What're you doing here?" 
"Class," Ruby said with an infectious grin. 


"Ah, of course, how could | not have realized," Weiss said as she 
looked back at the destroyed classroom. 


"The freshman really did a number on this place, didn't they?" 


"That's putting it mildly," Weiss said, glad that the girl's sense of 
humor was still intact. Maybe it was just my imagination earlier, she 
thought while she smiled at Ruby. "Really though, what're you doing 
here? You're missing the end of the fight," 


"| had some work to do, that's all," Ruby said quickly, scratching her 
head. 


"Really? That's all?" 
"Why else would | have left?" 


"I'm not sure. It's a big fight though, and when you didn't come back | 
got worried," 


"I've only been gone a few minutes. You were already worried?" 
Ruby asked with wide eyes, tilting her head like a child trying to geta 
new perspective on a painting. 


"I'm an anxious person, ok? And don't change the subject," Weiss 
admitted, crossing her arms. Ruby looked her up and down, and 
Weiss had to keep her glare towards the wall to avoid any 
unnecessary emotional damage to the poor girl. 


"| know, but that's not a bad thing. | think it's sort of sweet," Ruby 
smiled, moving a stray lock of hair back behind her ear. 


"l- uh... Thanks," Weiss said, her icy mood melting in the blink of a 
shimmering silver eye. "What're you working on that's so important?" 


"You wanna see?" Ruby grinned, bouncing foot to foot. 
"Lead the way," 


"Eeey!" Ruby squealed as she turned around and raced into the 
shop, leaving the door swinging behind her. Weiss chuckled to 
herself, following quickly after and letting the door quietly shut behind 
her. 


The room which had been messy before was not totally destroyed, 
with every table covered end to end with paper, parts, wires, or 
power tools. She felt her back tingle and saw herself reaching out to 
organize them, but stopped herself before she touched anything. 


The board at the front of the class was totally different than what 
she'd seen only a few days ago, now there was something that 
looked like a basketball court in red ink. X's, O's, arrows, and text 
were scribbled all over, but the letters were so small and scratchy 
she could hardly make out the word ' the’. 


"What's all this mean?" Weiss asked, her finger hovering over the ink 
of an arrow. 


"Ok, so do you know anything about robotics? Like, competitions?" 
Ruby asked, swiftly walking towards her like she'd forgotten about 
what she was doing. 

"| know that you guys build robots. Aside from that? Not really," 


"Alright, | can work with that. You want the long or the short version?" 


"Short version?" Weiss said, thinking that it would probably be long 
enough. 


Ruby opened her mouth to talk and then closed it, looking intensely 
at the ground before looking up like she hadn't missed a beat, 


"Basically we're building a robot to play basketball against a couple 
other worse robots other schools build," 


"| just have one question,” 
"What's that?" 


"How do you play basketball?" Weiss asked as her neck started 
tingling and burning. 


"That's exactly what | said! Everyone thought it was so weird | didn't 
know how to play!" 


"You're kidding," 


"Nope! Yang's definitely the sporty one out of us. | don't know a 
Football from a soccer ball," 


"In some countries, | think those are the same thing,” 


"Really? That's so confusing!" Ruby giggled as she turned around, 
waving Weiss to follow her as she walked back to the benches. 


"Tell me about it. But speaking of Yang, shouldn't we-" 


"So after everyone explained to me what the game was, | realized 
that all Superbot really has to do is throw a ball in a hoop and avoid 
getting its circuits beaten out of it. Simple enough you might think, 
and you would be right! Behold our creation!" Ruby said ina 
dramatic voice as she pointed at a table that had a hunk of metal 
and gears on it. 


"Oh, it's... Awesome," Weiss shrugged, leaning in to get a better look 
at the silver gears and circuits. 


"Do you really not get how cool this is? Come on, don't you see the 
propulsion system I've been working on? It's gonna spit the ball out 
like a gun!" Ruby said, sounding maybe a bit too gleeful. 


"Not really. | see some wheels and stuff connected to these metal 
things," 


"Ok, that's basically it. It's gonna shoot a basketball though!" 


"If you say it's gonna shoot a basketball then | have total faith that it 
will," Weiss smiled, shocked when Ruby's face turned crimson. 


"When you say something like that it really puts a lot of pressure on 
me, doesn't it?" 


"Maybe a little, but | don't think you'll have any issue doing it," Weiss 
smiled, deeply believing every word she said. 


"Don't get me wrong, we're gonna have issues. We're sort of a mess 
right now," the girl laughed like it was a joke instead of concern. 


"What do you mean? Don't you guys know what you're building? | 
thought you said it was simple?" 


"Making a robot that shoots a basket is easy, but the hard part is 
everything else. We have to make banners, posters, designs for 
merchandise, do fundraisers-" she took a quick breath in, "Plus like a 
thousand other thing that all make Jaunes head explode," 


"That doesn't sound that bad. Besides, aren't you guys the robotics 
team? Why do you have to do all that extra stuff?" Weiss asked, 
noting that compared to running the Schnee corporation this 
sounded like a cakewalk. 


"It might not sound that bad when you say it out loud, but for a team 
as small as ours it's not exactly easy to find time for everything. 
Jaune's a math whizz and my hands are good with metal, but when it 
comes to anything on the organizing front we're both... Uh, terrible," 


"You don't seem too concerned about it," Wess noted, seeing the 
girl's smile still perfectly intact. 


"It sucks, but we're already leagues better than last year. We didn't 
have shirts, any real funding, our booth looked like it was made by 
fifth graders, and we were lucky we even found the building. Now we 
have a few more people and a lot more determination. Plus we read 
the rules three times this year, so there's no chance we'll lose!" 


"Soooo I'm guessing you guys got disqualified or something last 
year?" 


"It wasn't our fault that their robot exploded, they're the ones who ran 
into us," Ruby grumbled, her face looking like she'd just licked a 
lemon. 

"It exploded?!" 


"Only a little bit!" 


"How does something explode only a little bit! It either does or 
doesn't explode!" 


"It didn't blow to pieces or anything. Well, a few big pieces, but we 
managed to fix it," 


"|-, uh, if you managed to fix it then | guess that helps. Were they 
mad at you guys?" 


"Oh yeah, why do you think Haven's been gunning for us this year?" 
Ruby grinned with her chest out and her hands on her hips. 


"You're kidding? Please tell me you're kidding," Weiss gaped, not 
sure if she should laugh or be offended. 


"Nope! Yang didn't help things either though, she and Neo are 
always starting drama. It didn't take long for it to spread," 


"Wow, it's sort of impressive that two girls started a war between 
high schools," 


"Isn't it? It's not like anyone really takes it seriously either, it makes 
us both try our hardest," Ruby smiled as she sat at the table, 
grabbing parts from the cluttered table without looking and setting 
them in a pile in front of her. 


"That's a pretty positive way to look at it. It's really mature actually," 
Weiss admitted, taking a seat next to her and watching her hands 
move with a hypnotic efficiency. 


"Actually? What else did you expect?" Ruby asked with a twinkle in 
her eye. 


"Nora, but two years younger," 


"... |can see that. But Nora's mature, in her own ways. She knows 
who she is and what she wants and doesn't try and hide it," 


"And there's that maturity again. Are you sure you aren't the older 
one?" Weiss chuckled, her face felt red hot, but she was happy that 
Ruby looked just as red. 


"You're really nice," Ruby said quietly, turning towards the robot and 
putting pieces together. 


"Thanks. You're really nice too. It's easy to talk to you for some 
reason," Weiss said, mesmerized as Ruby moved, not noticing how 
slow the girl's hands were now. "Ruby, it's ok if you don't want to 
answer, but why don't you wanna watch Yang fight?" 


The only sound in the room for a long time was the hum from the 
lights above and the clicking noise of metal hitting metal. Ruby 
chewed on her lip as her eyes stared at the robot, and Weiss 
wondered what she was thinking. 


"When Yang and | were kids, we used to get... bullied a lot. Fora 
while, it wasn't bad, but then they started picking fights with us. 
Whenever they came Yang would try to stop them, and she usually 


got hurt," Ruby said, her voice almost getting drowned out against 
the harsh sounds of grinding steel. 


"It got to me after a while. When Yang first started boxing | was fine, 
but when we went to high school the fights started getting worse... 
It's hard seeing your sister get punched till she's bloody after doing it 
when I was a kid," Ruby said, her fingers moving at a snail's pace. 


Weiss sat in silence, unsure if she could believe that something 
awful like that could've happened to people who are so sweet. "I- I'm 
not really sure what to say. That's awful," 


"It is. Can't really deny it. It sucked, but it's behind us. Now we have 
uncle Qrow. He's the only reason | can even make it most of the way 
through her fights now," Ruby said as she rested her elbows on the 
table, covering her face with her hands. 


"You also have your friends. There's Yang, Blake, and me too," 
Weiss said, her hand moved to touch Ruby's shoulder but forced it 
down. 


"| know, but sometimes you feel alone even when everyone's right 
beside you," 


"Then I'll just annoy you until you realize it. | could probably get 
everyone in the gym to go along with it," Weiss said, grinning 
mischievously when Ruby looked towards her. 

"That wouldn't be so bad, | don't think you could ever get annoying,” 


"You don't know that | could be extremely annoying when I choose to 
be," 


"I'm sure you can try," Ruby teased, and Weiss felt something in her 
stomach flutter when she smiled. 


"I- uh.. Yeah, no. Maybe? English is hard," 


"You're funny," Ruby giggled, leaning back and immediately slipping 
off her chair, only saving herself from hitting the ground by grabbing 
the side of the table at the last second. "At least you can sit down 
without almost dying," 


"Yeah, at least | have that," Weiss smiled as she stood up and 
reached her hand out for Ruby to take. She was holding onto the 
table with one hand, her butt inches from the ground, but for some 
reason, she hesitated. 


"Do you hear that?" Ruby asked as she lowered herself to the floor. 
Weiss pulled her hand away feeling a pin in her heart for a moment 
before realizing that she did hear something. It was faint, but she 
could hear the faint sound of cheers echoing all the way from the 


gym. 
"Is that?" 


"Pyrrha! And the rest of the gym," Ruby said as she pulled herself 
up. "Guess the fights already over, | was expecting it to go for a few 
more rounds," 


"It's over? Does this mean Yang won?" 


"Not sure. Either way, it doesn't matter," Ruby said dismissively as 
she walked towards the door with Weiss following after. 


"What do you mean it doesn't matter? Don't you want Yang to win?" 
"Of course | do," Ruby said as she pointed to her t-shirt, "But it 
doesn't matter because either way we're getting ice cream," Weiss 
wasn't sure if the ice cream was all the girl cared about or if there 
was something more to what she was saying, but she didn't push it. 


"You're coming to ice cream aren't you? Blake and Pyrrha said you 
were," Ruby asked as she shut and locked the door to the shop. 


"I'm not sure, | was thinking about it," 


"Would you come if | gave you a ride? | could even give you a ride 
home if you wanted," Ruby asked quickly as her eyes flicked around 
the room. 


"| mean, if you don't mind driving | can't say no," Weiss said as her 
heart started to dance. 


"Is that a yes?" 


"Lead the way, Miss Rose," Weiss said as she held her arm towards 
the door. Ruby smiled and skipped ahead, a smile on her face that 
Weiss couldn't help but copy. 


Chapter 40 


40. 


People were strolling out of the gym, electrifying the air with talk 
about the matches. Ruby walked ahead, smiling and talking about 
their last robotics competition, but she would either wait for Weiss or 
come back to her and start the cycle again. 


The two of them danced through the current of people, staying close 
to each other when they could and working back to it if they couldn't. 
After a few bumps and bruises the two of them made it into the gym 
where they could walk along the track side by side. There was 
another fight going on, this time with two girls that looked as young 
as Ruby did. There was much less blood, but there was also a lot 
less people in the stands. 


There were scattered conversations going on all around the gym, but 
it was nothing compared to the energy that had been in the roon 
before. The only section that came close was the one where all of 
their friends were sitting, with all of them looking towards the golden 
warrior herself who was sitting in the middle. 


Yang was slumped over in the chair like she was about to fall asleep, 
but the smile refused to leave her face as she talked. Blake was at 
her side, holding an ice pack on the poor girls face while she rested 
her hands in a small bowl of ice. Her skin was a painting of purple 
and yellow with a few flecks of normal color thrown in as an after 
thought. 


"Is it normally that bad?" 
"When she was first getting into boxing, oh yeah. Now adays she 


puts people on the canvas before they have a chance to," Ruby 
joked, rubbing her arm and rocking on her feet. 


"Wanna go down, or do you wanna wait?" 


"And miss all the fun? Of course not," she said, leading the way don 
the steps before Weiss could say anything else. 


"Come on Diana, give her the old one two!" Port cried out as the two 
of them passed by the ring, neither of them turning to look as they 
heard a hard thud fom the ring. It was subtle, but Weiss could've 
sworn she saw Ruby flinch. 


"The way you ducked out of the way of that one punch was so good! 
| can't believe she didn't go down then!" Nora exclaimed, bouncing 
next to Yang with a giant grin on her face like she'd just found a 
million bucks. 


"Really? It's Neo, of course she wouldn't be that easy," Yang 
chuckled, wincing as she did. 


"Stop laughing, you're broken enough already," Blake complained, 
giving Yang arm a light slap. 


"Aren't you breaking her more?" Ren asked, putting his hand on 
Nora's head which only made her bounce faster. 


"Yeah, | think | might die now," Yang joked before going limp and 
leaning over Blake. 


"You can take dozens of punches and my tiny slap's gonna do you 
in? Weiss's probably hurt more," Blake said, shifting around so 
Yangs head was resting on her shoulder. 


"Nope, hers felt like a masquito bite and yours was like a bee sting," 
Yang smiled, looking at Blake from the corner of her eye. 


"A masquito bite? You said she left a bruise," Ruby chimed in, getting 
everyone to turn towards her. Their eyes only stayed on Ruby fora 
moment before flicking to Weiss, who suddenly felt as if she had a 


spotlight on her. Blake had an eyebrow raised as she looked Weiss 
up and down, frowning. 


"You told her | slapped you?" Weiss asked, hoping beyond hope that 
she was wrong. 


"It was a secret?" 
"| mean, | was hoping it would be!" 


"Don't worry about it, everyones wanted to do it at least a few times, 
especially me," Ruby smiled, easing some of Weiss's fears. 


"So you're gonna die from a see sting?" 


"Oh yeah, definitly," The black haired girl narrowed her eyes like she 
was about to attack, only to lean in and slwoly kiss Yangs arm. 


"Does that make it better?" 
"M uch," 


"I'd ask you guys to get a room, but | know that it wouldn't help," 
Ruby teaed. 


"We aren't that loud!" Yang boomed, thankfully draing everyones 
attention. 


"I've herd you guys through her mic while we play games," Jaune 
said, sounding haunted while Blake looked mortified. 


"Ok, that was our anniversary, what do you-" 


"Yang, | love you, but please stop talking," Blake said, her face bright 
red. 


"What? Emberrassed?" 


"When you talk about our... Ya know, stuff, in public? Yes! Because 
I'm normal!" Blake hissed, sounding like a teapot boiling over. 


"Still? You know she's never going to change, right?" Ruby chuckled, 
sitting down on the bleachers where Qrow was sitting before. Weiss 
walked over and sat next to her, not sure what else to do. 


"And that's why she loves me," 


"Something like that," Blake sighed, looking over at Weiss, "Do you 
think you're going out with us?" 


"Are you?" Penny asked as she leaned in, her eyes wide. 


"Of course she is, she's gotta come celebrate with us!" Pyrrha 
smiled, reaching over and patting Weiss on the shoulder. 


"Like | said, | have to-" 
"Come with us? Of course you do," Pyrrha said, cutting her off. 


"You don't have to come with us, but it would be fun, | promise. Or, | 
mean | promise I'll try and make it fun, as much fun as | can," Ruby 
told her, smiling. 


"... You know what? Let me make a call," Weiss said, butterflies 
swirling in her stomach. Everyone started to clap and cheer for her 
as she grabbed her phone and started calling her sister. A text 
porbably would've been fine, but after the past few days she wasn't 
sure if it would be the most efficient. 


"Shhh, she's on phone!" Ruby said, putting her finger infront of her 
lips. Weiss didn't think it would work, but within seconds everyone in 
their section was silent, plus a few more nearby. 

"Thanks," Weiss whispered as the phone rang. 


"Weiss? Is everything ok?" Winter asked, her voice frazzled and 
hard to hear over some noise in the background. 


"Yeah, everythings fine, don't worry. Are you watching a movie? | can 
berally hear you," 


"What? | mean, yeah, sorry. What's up?" 

"| wanted to make sure it was ok for me to go and ge ice cream with 
Yang and everyone else," Weiss said, looking at Ruby who was 
whispering with Jaune. 

"Are you sure? | was already on my way," 

"Already? | haven't even text you yet?" 

"| stayed close and got something to eat, don't worry about it," Winter 
said, sounding distracted as someone said something loudly in the 
movie. 


"| thought you were watching a movie?" 


"Did | say that? Sorry, | meant | was watching a movie on my phone, 
at the resturaunt." 


"Alright..." 


"Sorry, I've just got a lot of work stuff on my mind is all. Are you sure 
you want to go? Maybe you should just stay home tonight?" 


"But | thought you said it would be fine earlier?" Weiss asked, 
dragging a hand through her hair as Ruby looked at her with a tilted 
head. 


"| know | did, but maybe tonight you could just come home? | have a 
bad feeling," 


"| was really looking forward to this though-" 


"Please, could you just come home? We'll get takeout and watch a 
movie or something?" 


"But that's not fair, just because you have a bad feeling means | don't 
get to have fun?" Weiss huffed, gripping her phone so hard it turned 
white. 


"Is everything ok?" Ruby questioned, leaning forward. Weiss 
nodded, but her eyes were flming. 


"That's not what | mean, you know | want you to have fun," Winter 
sighed, and Weiss could practically see her rubbing her temples. 


"Thanks, I'll see you at home tonight,” 

"Wait, Weiss, that's not what I-" 

"Love you," Weiss snapped, hanging up without another word. She 
was breathing hard and her heart was hammering in her chest, she 
tried putting her phone back into her pocket but dropped it onto the 
floor with a sickening crack. 


"Oh no!" Ruby cried, falling to her knees on the floor to grab the 
phone before it bounced too far. "Here, | hope it's ok," 


"Thanks," Weiss said breathlessly, taking the phone and seeing a 
crack spreading out from one corner along the side. 


"That's not too bad, at least it still works. One time | dropped my 
phone out of a train window and it wasn't nearly that lucky," 


"I've never cracked my phone before," Weiss said, realizing that it 
was also the first time she'd ever hung up on someone like that 
before. 

"Lucky, I've broken at least three," 


"Four," Yang corrected, laughing when Ruby stuck her tounge out at 
her. 


"This is actually the first phone I've ever had," 


"And you haven't cracked it yet? You must be super careful!" 
"It's mostly because | never use it," 


"We have to fix that then," Ruby said before grabbing Weiss's phone 
out of her hand and typing away. "By the way, did your sister say if 
you could go? It didn't sound like everything was peachy for a sec 
there," 


"Oh, yeah, | just misheard her is all, it's fine," Wiess said, rubbing the 
back of her head. It was the first time she'd ever cracked her phone 
and now it was the first time she was going somewhere without 
someone's permission. It was dumb, but she sort of felt like a rebel. 


"SO Weiss's going rouge? Let's go!" Yang called while pointing to the 
doors, wincing as she did. 


"You know what? Yeah, let's go," Weiss smirked, standing up and 
taking two big steps before walking right into a wall with black hair 
and a five o'clock shadow. 
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Chapter 41 


"And where exactly are you going?" Qrow asked in a grumbling 
voice as he leaned forward with his hands in his pockets, eyes lazily 
looking Weiss up and down. 


"We're getting ice cream!" Ruby chirped, standing up and grinning, 
looking like she was about to bolt out of the gym. 


"Really? You? Getting ice cream? Shocker," he teased, smiling 
gently at Ruby before he turned to look at Weiss like she'd broken 
something, "All of you?" 


"Of course, would it be any fun if we all couldn't come?" Yang 
chimed in, eyes twinkling despite her swollen face. 


"You got me there, as long as you guys don't do anything dumb, like 
drive with broken knuckles,," Qrow said before his eyes flicked to the 
railing on the second floor. 


"They aren't broken, just bruised," Yang said as she showed off her 
split knuckles with a twisted grin. 


"Wait, you aren't coming with us?" Blake asked with a raised 
eyebrow as she reached over and forced Yang's hands back into the 
ice. 


"| never said that," 


"But you were thinking it," Ruby said sadly as she puffed out her 
lower lip. 


"You know | don't like it when you read my mind, kid," he chuckled, 
eyes flicking past Ruby's puppy dog eyes and towards Yang. "I've 
got some stuff | need to take care of, | might be back late," 


"Oooh, you've got a date, don't you?" Yang asked, wiggling her 
eyebrows and getting a deep laugh out of Qrow. 


"Something like that. Don't stay out too late, you Know how Zwei get 
when he's left alone for too long,” 


"I'll take a lot of blame, but you said you'd come home during lunch 
and let him out," 


"Yeah, yeah, the point still stands," Qrow said, waving his hand 
dismissively as he finally looked at Ruby. "And you better not 
bankrupt us, we can only add a little more to our tab before Glynda 
gets mad," 

"Gets mad at you maybe, she never gets mad at me," 

"I know, which is why | said it," Qrow said with a smile before his 
eyes landed on Weiss, all his levity vanishing like smoke in the wind, 
"You're going too?" 

"Um, yes?" 

"Your sister ok with that?" He asked, eyes like stone. 


"Of course it's ok! She just called her and everything," Ruby jumped 
in, taking a small step between the two of them. 


"And she said yes?" he asked, crossing his arms. 


"Yup, she sure did. Heard her myself," Yang said, and Qrow looked 
at her with wide eyes. 


"Really? You're sure,” 
"Positive," Yang nodded, standing up and handing Blake the bowl of 


water and half-melted ice. Qrow gave Yang a hard look, but the girl 
didn't budge. 


"Blake?" 


"It's true, | swear," Blake said, standing up and shoving Yang's hands 
back in the water, chuckling as the blonde shivered. Qrow looked 
between all four of them, watching their every move. His gaze halted 
on Weiss and she felt like she was under a giant spotlight with how 
much her face was heating up. It was the first time she felt the 
shameful burn of a lie since she'd left home. 


"Alright, if you guys say so," He nodded, backing up and taking a 
step back from the four girls. "Just make sure she gets home in one 


piece, that's a conversation I'd rather die than have," he said as he 
turned around and started walking away. 


"Wait, Uncle Qrow, | have a question!" Yang barked, stopping him in 
his tracks. 


"And what would that be?" 

"Could | have a few people over Saturday night? It wouldn't be 
anything big, we'd just hang out, maybe watch a movie," Yang 
asked, doing her own version of Ruby's puppy dog eyes. 


"So the dance Friday night, that Saturday night, and Ruby's 
competition Sunday? Is she ok with-" 


"I'm ok with it! I'll be in bed before midnight, | promise!" 


"Midnight seems a little late, it's a big competition," Qrow sighed, 
rubbing the back of his neck. 


"Mmm, fine, eleven forty-five,” 


"How about eleven-thirty, you give me back my key to the shop, and 
we call it a deal?" 


"Deal!" Ruby squeaked as she jumped in the air and smacking the 
key in his hand, making Weiss giggle. 


"Alright then, it's a deal," Qrow nodded, smiling as he watched Ruby 
shift her weight from side to side. "Weiss, keep an eye out for them, 
would you?" 


"Me? Uh, sure," She nodded nervously, feeling oddly at ease when 
he smiled at her. 


"Good, | trust you," He said as he turned around and walked away. 
"Do you not trust us or something?" Yang cried out. 


"Nope!" He called before disappearing into the crowd and making his 
way to who knows where. 


"... Ya know, | can't blame him," Yang said before turning to Weiss, 
"You're welcome. You aren't exactly good at lying, you know that?" 


"I've been told," Weiss sighed as she deflated into the bench. 


"It's ok, we've got your back," Ruby said, smiling down at Weiss with 
shimmering eyes. 


"As long as he doesn't get any angry calls from your sister | don't 
think he really cares what we say," Blake said as she set the bowl 
down on the floor, the ice almost totally gone now. 


"SO we're screwed then?" Yang laughed, making the pit in Weiss's 
stomach grow. 


"We aren't screwed, it'll be fine," Ruby smiled, reaching out and 
touching her shoulder with the tips of her fingers. It was only fora 
moment and only a small touch, but it still made Weiss's heart jump. 


"If you say so, but if not you're the one that's gonna be taking the 
fall," Yang said with a chuckle, but Ruby didn't crack a smile. 


"Alright then, whatever | have to do," She said softly, her eyes 
lingering on Weiss before they flicked away with a chuckle, "So who 
wants ice cream?" She asked their friends who were all sitting 


behind them, all of whom were talking amongst themselves like they 
hadn't noticed Qrow grilling them. Or maybe they were listening and 
had just heard it all before? 


"| do," Pyrrha croaked, cradling her throat with one hand and raising 
her other weakly in the air. 


"Good call," Jaune chuckled as he reached over and patted her back 
slowly, the two of them sharing a look before Penny stood up 
between them. 


"| should probably get home soon, my parents are gonna get 
worried," Penny said meekly, scratching the back of her hair as her 
pale face turned crimson. 


"What? Why-" Pyrrha said before he voice seemed to give out, her 
eyes wide with concern. 


"You know, it's just sort of late is all," Penny said quickly, a pleading 
in her eyes as they bore into the runner. Pyrrha had a steely gaze for 
a moment before giving a nod and looking back towards Ruby. 


"Jaune and | will give Penny a ride home then, we'll probably come 
by later," She said weakly, giving Weiss a wink that meant they 
almost certainly wouldn't be seeing them again that night. 


"We're gonna head home to, Nora has a test tomorrow and sugar's 
the worst thing for her," Ren chimed in as he stood with Yatsutashi 
and a pouting Nora. 


"I'll only have one cone if we go!" Nora begged, hands wrapped in 
Ren's shirt. 


"Nora..." 


"| know, | promised," She sighed, standing up and taking Ren with 
her. 


"We'll see you guys tomorrow," Ren said as he led the three of them 
out onto the steps and up towards the exit. 


"See you, Ren! Thanks for watching me kick butt!" Yang called with a 
wave. 


"Wouldn't miss it for the world. Weiss, it was good to see you," 


"Oh, it was good to see you guys too," Weiss said with an awkward 
smile, but that was replaced by shock when Nora ran up and threw 
her arms around her neck. 


"Good job, Weiss, I'm glad you came," She whispered before pulling 
away with a smile, leaving Weiss wondering if it had even happened. 
"See all of you lovely people tomorrow!" She said before following 
Ren. Yatsutashi gave a nod before following after, taking two steps 
at a time. 


"We should be heading out too then. Ruby, are you gonna be on 
tonight?" Jaune asked, hand still on Pyrrha's back. 


"When am | not?" She smiled, and Weiss felt a prick in her chest 
watching her smile, though she wasn't sure why. 


"Great, Yang. Bye, Weiss," Pyrrha said in a raspy voice, her words 
short and almost inaudible. 


"| don't get a bye?" Yang complained, but Pyrrha just smiled, keeping 
her mouth shut. 


“Thanks for coming, Weiss. | know we didn't get to talk much, but it 
was still fun," Penny said softly, her hands clenched as she talked. 


"It was fun, thanks for getting me to come, you're a really good 
friend. All of you are," Weiss smiled, looking at the three of them. 
Penny opened her mouth like she was about to say something 
urgently, but shook her head and smiled. 


"You're a good friend too. See you tomorrow," She said before 
walking away with Pyrrha and Jaune. 


It was only now that Weiss realized that the fights were all over and 
the gym was clearing out for real. There were a few younger girls 
working to take down the ring or putting away chairs, but aside from 
them, the seats were all but empty aside from a few stragglers here 
and there. 


"Don't you have to help clean up the ring or something?" Weiss 
asked Yang as she crossed her arms, but Yang waved her concerns 
away, looking just like Qrow. 


"That's for the younger girls. Plus Port said that if | messed my 
hands up and more than they are now I'd have to deal with him. Not 
that | couldn't, buuut I'd rather not," 


"Does this mean it's just us going to get ice cream?" Ruby asked, 
looking around like it just dawned on her that everyone had left. 


"Yup, and you're driving!" Yang said, giving her sister a gnarled 
thumbs up. 


"You can drive?" Weiss asked, astounded. 


"Can she drive? She's been driving since she was in middle school," 
Yang chuckled, while Weiss looked at her in amazement. 


"You want shotgun?" Ruby asked with a small smile as she held up a 
pair of old keys. 
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Chapter 42 


"She's not going to crash us, is she? Promise you won't?" Weiss 
asked with her eyes whipping back and forth between the girls as 
they walked up the stairs and out the door. 


"Have a little faith, why don't you? She's young, not stupid," Yang 
defended, looping her arm through Blakes. 


"| don't think she will, | just... Some affirmation would be nice," 


"It's ok, | promise | won't crash us. Well, | can't really promise that, 
but | can promise I'll try my best not to!" Ruby beamed as she 
skipped up the steps, her voice clear even across the gym. Weiss 
said something and Ruby, for some unthinkable reason, blushed. But 
as they walked through the doors their voices became too distant for 
even Qrows ears. 


"You could do so much better than her, Kid," Qrow sighed as he 
leaned on the track rail watching the kids disappear down the hall. 


The floor of the gym was full of freshmen carrying off pieces of the 
ring to the closet. The air was hot and muggy even though the 
stands were almost cleared out. Port was heaving a load of metal 
poles while the boxers talked and smiled amongst themselves. 


Qrow stood and started strolling along the track as he watched them, 
remembering when Yang, Blake, and Ruby would stay until 
everything was done before letting them take them home. Qrow's 
smile faded when he thought about the drive home, how they used 
to sing whatever song was on the radio, even if they didn't know the 
words. 


"You could do so much better than her," he repeated, hoping to take 
in the words better than his niece. His walk came to an end when he 
reached the side doors that led to the parking lot. He pulled out a 


key, putting it in the lock but stopping before it turned. He turned the 
handle and found that the door was already unlocked. He smirked 
for a moment before forcing it down and walking outside against a 
blast of cool night air. 


The parking lot was nearly empty, and Qrow was glad to see a bright 
red pickup truck rattling down the road. Goosebumps prickled up and 
down Qrows arms, but he refused to shiver, feeling the eyes on him 
before hearing her steps. 


"| really should ask for that old key back," He said softly, watching 
the tail lights of Crescent Rose make the turn out of the school 
parking lot. 


"| have no idea what you're talking about," said a trembling voice, 
though he doubted it was because of the cold. "But if | did, I'd ask 
you to look into the kindness of your heart and forget about it," 


"Oh yeah, because I'm so great at that," He chuckled, turning around 
and seeing Winter Schnee leaning against the brick of the school 
with her bun in her classic bun. 


"|... maybe that wasn't the best thing to say. If you want it back you 
can have it," She said softly, holding out her hand while she cradled 
the silver key. Qrow reached out and picked it up from her hand, not 
missing how her face fell even further. 


"| appreciate it. But how about you give it to that sister of yours? She 
might get more use out of it than you," He said, putting it back in the 
girl's icy hands. 


"What? That's just asking her to get into trouble!" 
"Is that really such a bad thing?" 
"If she gets a criminal record then yes!" 


"Then give it back," 


"No, you're just going to give it to her yourself," Winter said as she 
pulled the key into her chest. 


"It's my key, I'll do whatever | want with it," He said sternly as his 
eyes narrowed. Winter stood her ground with her chin high, but then 
her eyes fell to the floor and her shoulders slumped. 


"I'll give it to her. | trust her, and it's not like she can get into that 
much trouble with a teacher like you watching her back,," 


"Great, another kid | need to keep on the lookout for," He 
complained, feeling his insides twist when she glared at him. "I'll do it 
though, if she gets caught she won't be able to lie her way out as 
easy as the girls," 


"She isn't always that bad of a liar," Winter giggled, "At least when it 
came to Dad we got by well enough," 


"Most people aren't crazy billionaires though, the skills don't exactly 
line up," 


"We get by," Winter said, putting the key in her pocket and taking a 
step back towards the wall. 


"You have some explaining to do," Qrow said, pointing a finger at 
Winter's face. 


"| know," 


" Meet me outside, we need to talk’ isn't exactly what | want to hear 
when I'm trying to go out with my nieces for ice cream," He said 
sternly, falling silent when he saw Winter look away. "Sorry, | didn't 
mean anything. It's just, we're celebrating," 


"| know how you guys do things, don't worry. You don't have to 
apologize," Winter said, wiping her eyes before looking back at him. 
"I'll try to be quick, but... Well, I'm not exactly sure how to say this," 


"What's that supposed to mean? Can | get some specifics" Qrow 
asked, taking a step back and shoving his hands into his pockets. 


"| know you didn't really talk about it ever, but your sister is still in 
prison, right?" She asked, looking at the floor, missing the storm of 
emotions that passed over Qrows face. 


"Why the hell are you asking that?" His hands were clenched into 
fists, while his mouth spat fire. 


"It's just a question, no need to get so heated,” Winter said, leaning 
forward and eying him down. "She is still in prison... Right?" He took 
a step away and looked out at the starry night silently. 


"She was released on bail a few months ago. We have a restraining 
order and the judge saying she can't even come into the county, but | 
wasn't sure if it would keep her away forever," Winter gaped at him, 
eyes wide. 


"You haven't told them, have you?" She asked, but the only noise in 
the night was the wind. 


"They don't need to be afraid again, not while I'm here," 

"They should still know! She could come back and hurt them again!" 
"Like it's so easy to tell kids everything and to get them to behave. 
I'm guessing you told Weiss that you were watching from the track 


the whole match?" 


"That's not the same thing. A white lie is something that helps, but 
they should be ready in case something happens!" 


"| wish they were ready, but Ruby's still working through what 
happened and there's no way Yang forgives or forgets. It's a bad 
idea," 


"Maybe you just don't trust them enough,” Winter said, tasting 
bitterness on her tongue as she spoke. 


"Probably not, but | trust them more than you trust your sister," 


"When it comes to your sister though you trust her not to come here 
though, is that it?" 


Qrow leaned in so close that their foreheads almost touched while 
his hand shot past her head and into the brick. 


"Winter, if you're asking because of the reason | think you're asking, | 
have work to do. Why are you asking?" His words were steel and his 
eyes were on the brink of madness. The only time she'd seen him 
look anything like this was when he was beating Tyrion. 


"I'm not sure if it was her or not, you guys never showed me photos 
of her or anything," 


" So what happened?" 


"| was watching the game when | saw Ruby leave and Weiss follow 
her. | was pretty proud of her, but then | saw this woman stop her. 
They talked but | couldn't hear about what," 


"Then why do you think it was Raven?" 

"Because she looked just like you. Same nose, your eyes look the 
same except the color, Midnight black hair, even the same sour 
expression. Her hair was also just like Yangs, wild and crazy," 


"What color were her eyes?" He asked in a deep voice that left 
Winter shaking like a leaf. 


"l-I don't Know," 

"Are you sure you don't remember? They're distinct,” 

"|... Red. They were red," Winter said, suddenly sure that she was 
right. They were piercing, and she wasn't sure how she ever forgot. 


Qrow pulled his hand away and combed it through his hair, taking 
long breaths. "Is it her?" 


"Yeah, it sure as hell sounds like her," he said, 
"You're kidding," 


"Does it really seem like I'm kidding?" Qrow hissed, turning around 
clenching his fists. 


"No, it doesn't-" 

"This isn't some joke. This is serious, Winter! If it really is that hag 
then | don't have time to deal with this bullshit," He huffed as he 
walked away from her and towards the parking lot. 


"Do you think I'm joking? | didn't call you because | wanted to have a 
reunion, | did it because | was scared for the girls! For you!" 


"Thanks, we really needed it," He said with a wave, his pace 
quickening. 


"What? Are you just walking away? What about Raven?" 
"What do you think I'm about to go and do?" 
"Get into trouble," 


"Maybe, but I'm also about to deal with it," He said gruffly, turning 
when he heard the click of shoes following him. 


"She talked to my sister, Qrow. She knows her face. If she's anything 
like you've told me then this might not be just about the Ruby and 
Yang anymore," 


"When | find her I'll ask about Weiss for you, but I'm sure she'll be 
fine until then," 


"Weiss just went with your girls, they're in this together now and you 
know it. I'm coming with you," 


"Why? Gonna help me track her down? Complain at her until she 
drops dead?" 


"No, I'm going to explain every law she's breaking and to get thrown 
into prison until the sun explodes," Winter said, her words ready to 
cut like a knife. "You're scary, Qrow, but nobody scares the shit out of 
a Criminal like prison," 


"I'll tell you if | find anything," He said bitterly, as he walked past her 
and towards his black car that was parked in the back. 


"Just let me help!" Winter called, her voice more desperate than 
Qrow ever remembered it being. He didn't stop though, not until he 
was in his car and driving down the road. 
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Chapter 43 


"You don't have to grip the handle that hard, it's gonna rip out!" Ruby 
whined as the truck swerved into the parking lot. 


"Then stop speeding!" Weiss cried, her left hand joining her right on 
the handle hanging over her head, legs tucked into her chest. 


"Ruby's not doing too great, but she's still being overdramatic, right?" 
Yang asked, turning towards Blakes who was practically sitting in her 
lap. Blake opened her mouth right as Ruby slammed on the breaks 
before they slammed into the curb. 


"Noooot exaaactly," Blake said, her voice dragging as they were 
forced forward and almost out the window. Before the worst could 
happen the car came to a full stop, throwing them back into their 
seats with a thud. 


"Are we there? Is it safe?" Weiss asked, her teeth chattering as she 
spoke. 


"Of course we're safe, did you expect anything different?" 

"Yup," 

"| was terrified!" 

"| thought you did great!" Yang said, reaching around the seat and 
patting Ruby on the shoulder, "though | gotta admit, you could've 
gone a bit easier on the breaks," she chuckled, blocking Ruby's 


flimsy punches with her elbows. 


"Does nobody here believe in me?" Ruby cried, looking around the 
car, holding her arms out to Weiss like she wanted to hold hands. 


"Don't even start with that, you know we love you. You just drove like 
a rabid cat wearing a blindfold, so don't be shocked," Yang said flatly, 


undoing her seatbelt, flinging the door open with a kick. 


Ruby bit her lip and, for the first time, it seemed like Weiss could 
remember, her mouth stayed shut. She looked at Weiss with a bright 
red face and shrugged with a smile on her face before climbing out 
of the car after her sister. 


"She's normally not this bad, | swear. | just think she was nervous," 
Blake sighed, looking out at the sisters as they pushed each other on 
their way to the end of the long line in front of the ice cream shop. 


"Why would she be nervous? | know we were teasing her, but did it 
make her that nervous? Or did we do something else wrong?" Weiss 
asked as she pried her fingers off the handle, hoping she didn't feel it 
wiggle as she did. 


"We didn't do anything, it was all you," Blake said, winking as she 
followed after the sisters. Weiss blinked, realizing she was by herself 
before frantically clipping open her seatbelt. Weiss tried to open the 
door only to end up slamming her shoulder into it, she cursed before 
pulling open the lock and flying after the group. 


The night air cooled Weiss's clammy skin as her shoes crunched on 
the asphalt. The line was out the door, but none of the girls were 
heading towards the end. Instead, they walked through the front 
door, past a chalkboard listing the specials. Weiss stopped and 
scanned the sign, but kept walking with her shoulders slumped a 
moment later, "maybe I'll get lucky," she mumbled as she heard a 
bell jingle, she turned and saw Ruby holding the door open for them. 


"Isn't this cutting?" Weiss asked, rubbing her neck as she looked 
down the line of happily talking customers, none of whom were 
giving them a second glance. Correction, none of them were giving 
her a second glance, a lot of them were giving Yang a second look 
though, and not all of them in a gross way. 


"Yang, you got some incredible hits out there tonight!" Shouted one 
woman from the back who might've been some girl's middle-aged, 


cat-loving aunt. 


"Thanks for watching!" She called out with a wave, getting a round of 
applause from a few devoted fans, "Don't worry about it, Weiss," she 
winked, walking into the building. 


"We're friends with the owner, we've known her forever," Blake 
explained as she was dragged in by Yang's firm grip. 


"Oh... Does that make it ok?" 


"If she says it's ok, isn't it ok?" Ruby asked, tilting her head as she 
bowed down to Weiss like she was some kind of royalty. It made her 
heart flutter, especially with how rosey the girl's cheeks still were. 


"Does she Say it's ok?" Weiss asked as she walked into the dining 
room. There was a long counter full of ice cream and a few tables 
that were filled to the brim with people. The air smelled like sugar 
and for a brief moment Weiss thought she felt her stomach growl. 
There were two younger employees who looked like they were in 
high school, they moved quickly but had wide eyes like they weren't 
sure which way was up. Then there was- 


"Absolutely no she doesn't say it's ok!" the harsh voice came froma 
tall blonde woman from behind the counter. She looked sweet until 
Weiss saw she was baring her teeth at them like some sort of dog, 
her eyes fiery and her finger clenched onto an ice cream scoop. 


She wore thin-rimmed glasses and her hair was blonde with most of 
it pulled back with a few locks of golden hair out at the side, looking 
nice despite how fast her hands were moving. 


She was dressed in a white and red striped shirt that would make 
someone with less grace look either like a dork or adorkable. Weiss 
could picture Ruby wearing a shirt like that and wasn't sure which of 
the two categories she'd fall into. Weiss knew without question which 
one she'd be in, and it wasn't the second option. 


"What do you mean no? Come on, Glynda, you always let us come 
in after my fights! It's tradition!" Yang complained, ironing the venom 
in the woman's voice or the fire in her eye. 


"When there's only a few people in line, sure! But you can't just skip 
past everyone in line, they're gonna chew my head off if | let that 
happen!" 


"I'll be quick, | swear! All | need is the scoop and cup! And some 
spoons. Maybe some napkins. Oh, and | can't forget the ice cream- 
Whatever, the point is that I'll be out of your hair in a flash!" 


"You better be, | still have enough gunk in my hair," She said through 
gritted teeth, handing a customer his double scoop Sunday as Ruby 
squirmed through the door and behind the counter. 


"Have | ever given you a reason not to trust me?" Ruby smiled as 
she lathered her hands in the sink, a red and white apron already 
tied around her back. 


"You broke four bowls last month and made the freezer door pop off 
last month, I'd say | have a few reasons not to,” 


"But do you?" 


"| shouldn't, but for some dumb reason | do," glynda sighed as she 
loosened her grip on the scoop, putting it down to her side. "That 
bum of an uncle of yours? I'm not so sure," 


"He's not that bad, he just gets overwhelmed sometimes," Ruby 
defended as she squeezed next to Glynda, grabbing a scoop off the 
table. She clicked it a handfull of times and then started scooping ice 
cream into a cone. 


"Don't forget the almonds this time," Yang said, walking up to the 
counter and almost smushing her face on the glass. She probably 
would've too if it wasn't for Blake pulling her back. 


"She won't," Blake said, her hands on Yang's waist. 


"Thank you, Blake," Ruby said proudly, only for Blake to shake her 
head. 


"| actually meant Glynda wouldn't forget them," she said softly 
looking away as Ruby's heart shattered. 


"That's cold," Ruby sniffled, pretending to rub her nose on her sleeve 
as she worked. "What do you want, Weiss? It's on the house!" 


"You can't give things away, Ruby, or do we have to have another 
talk about what company theft means?" 


"Eh, | mean it's discounted by the house! Twenty-five percent!" Ruby 
laughed, making Weiss blush. 


"I'm not really much of an ice cream person," Weiss said softly, 
surprised when Glynda turned and looked at her. 


"Really? Not much of a sweet tooth on you?" She asked with a 
smirk, leaning on the counter and looking Weiss up and down. 


"I'm sure we have something you'll like, name a flavor. Anything," 
She smiled, her fingers twisted together like a bond villain. 


"I'm fine with anything," 
"Come on, no need to lie. What're you in the mood for?" 


"| mean, the only one | really like is Atlas Vanilla," Weiss shrugged, 
expecting bitter disappointment to fill her soul. Glynda said nothing 
as she pushed off the counter, strolling down to the edge of the 
flavors before reaching down. Weiss felt her heart pound in her chest 
as the woman stood up with a cup full of beautiful white gold. 


"Fresh all the way from an Atlas creamery," Glynda smiled as she 
grabbed a spoon from the counter and plopped it into the ice cream. 


"Ruby, | can't believe | let you into my kitchen and you still haven't 
introduced me to your well mannered friend,” 


"Right, sorry!" Ruby said in a panic as she grabbed a bottle of dark 
brown liquid and poured it out on a bowl, "Weiss this is my part time 
boss and full time roll model Glynda, Glynda this is Weiss from 
school," 


Ruby put two cups on the counter, One had vanilla, almonds 
chocolate, and caramel sauce spiralled around it that Yang picked 
up, the other looked like rocky road with bright sprinkles covered it 
that Yang grabbed. 


"Weiss Schnee I'm assuming?" Glynda asked, holding out the cup 
for Weiss to take. 


"How'd you know?" Weiss asked as she grabbed the cup, realizing 
that she'd used the same one only yesterday. "Do you know my 
sister?" 


"You're certainly bright like Winter, that's for sure," She grinned, eyes 
scanning Weiss's like she was looking for something. 


"Winter? Bright? That doesn't sound like her," Weiss said quickly, 
getting a laugh from Glynda, even Yang and Blake got a chuckle out 
of it. 


"Ohhh, you're definitely her sister, you have the same fire inside of 
you," She said, "She's told me a bit about you, but | have to admit, 
you're different than | thought you'd be,” 


"Is that a bad thing? What did you think | would be like?" Weiss 
asked, her voice going soft and quiet as she spoke. 


"Shorter," She joked, before her face grew more serious, "But you're 
also... More confident than | thought you'd be, if that makes sense. | 
also never thought I'd see you hanging around with this bunch of 
goofballs,” 


"Hey, there's nothing wrong with being a goofball!" Ruby complained 
as she heaved a giant cup that was loaded with all sorts of colors, 
flavors, and toppings. It looked so sweet it left Weiss's teeth vibrating 
just looking at it, 


"Not at all, especially when you're a nice goofball," Glynda agreed, 
before looking at Weiss with a heavy gaze, "Could | ask you 
something, about your sister, Weiss?" 


"| don't see why not," Weiss said as she stuck a spoonful of ice 
cream in her mouth, tingling as the salty and sweet taste exploded. 


"Did she ever tell you about... | probably shouldn't say this, but when 
she was almost... Engaged?" She said, grimacing and flinching with 
every syllable, but forcing herself to say them anyway. 


"Are you talking about Qrow?" Weiss asked, eyes wide as her 
stomach did flips, how many people knew about what happened that 
night? 


"So you do know?" She blinked, like she wasn't positive the girl was 
telling the truth. 


"She, uh, she told me the other day," Weiss said softly, knowing that 
Yang, Blake, and even Ruby were all listening. She looked down at 
the cup in her hand, biting her lip, "I'm guessing that was because of 
you talking some sense into her?" 


"It wasn't anything that serious, | just pointed her in the right direction 
is all. It just might have cost me a bit more in laundry is all," 


"Oh god, what did she do this time?" Weiss whined, the spoon still 
hanging from her mouth. 


"Nothing, we just had a little disagreement is all. Everything got 
worked out," 


"Is that why the floor was so sticky yesterday?" Ruby asked, but 
Glynda didn't acknowledge her. 


"How about that ice cream actually is on the house, and why don't 
you tell your sister hi for me? Maybe you two can come in 
sometime," Glynda smiled, and Weiss felt like she'd just made 
another friend that wouldn't be going away anytime soon. 


44. 
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Chapter 44 


Weiss felt the tension leave her body when they stepped outside of 
the ice cream shop, leaving the overpowering smell of waffle cones 
and sugar behind for the night air of the park. The sounds of bugs 
and wind were in her ears, distracting her from the slowly building 
ache left after the matches. The park was full of people too, but 
instead of screaming at the top of their lungs they were walking, 
sitting, talking, and most of them had a cone in their hands. 


The park was a field of grass and trees that were separated by dirt 
walking paths twisting around like paint strokes. Weiss could see 
soccer nets in the distance and even a playset that looked like it 
would sparkle in the day, but now looked abandoned. 


"Where are we going?" Weiss wondered, turning and looking at 
Ruby who was too busy licking her monster of an ice cream cone to 
respond. 


"Nowhere. We're just walking around is all," Yang explained, handing 
Ruby a napkin who took it gratefully. 


"It's nice out, and this is the only place you can see stars in the city," 
Blake said, licking her ice cream and casting her gaze to the sky 
without stopping. Weiss copied her, gasping when she saw the 
bouquet of stars in the sky. 


"No kidding, | haven't seen stars like this in months," Weiss gaped, 
stopping to look at the shimmering balls of light in the sky. 


"That sucks, everyone should get to see stars!" Ruby complained, 
furiously wiping her mouth until her lips were clean while watching 
Weiss look at the sky. 


"Yeah, too bad light pollution sucks," Blake sighed, looking at the 
horizon where the stars died and the city lights began. 


"We get a good view at our place, and it's not too far from here," 
Ruby said, stuffing the used napkin into her pocket as Weiss came 
back to earth and followed after. 


"Where do you guys live?" Weiss asked quietly, not sure if it was 
something most people were ok with talking about. 


"On the outside of the city by the highway. It's not too bad, and it's 
not too far from school," Yang said, gesturing towards... probably the 
east. 


"What about you Blake?" 


"| live with her," Blake said, holding up her and Yang's hands 
together. 


"R-really? Your father's ok with that?" Weiss sputtered, looking at all 
three of the girls and seeing smiles on all of their faces. 


"| don't live with them all of the time, but whenever my parents are 
gone | stay with them. As for dad, it took some... convincing, but he 
eventually came around to the idea," 


"How'd you manage that?" Weiss gulped, reminding herself to keep 
her mouth closed. 


"| ran away from home," 

"That sounds dangerous,” 

"It was. | was dumb and could've gotten hurt or worse. Somehow | 
didn't get picked up by child traffickers and got lucky, some nice 
people took me in until | was ready to go back home," She said while 
gazing at Yang like she was a rising sun in a pitch-black night. 

"You went back? Why? What changed?" 


"Someone made me realize that the only way to have things get 
better with them was to talk with them. | wasn't getting anywhere by 


running away," She said, a slight smile on her face. 
"Let me guess, Yang?" 


"No, it was Winter," Blake said casually, only tearing her eyes away 
from Yang for a brief second. 


"You're kidding me," 


"Nope, if it wasn't for your sister I'd probably be living under a bridge 
somewhere," 


"Hey, I'd never let you live under a bridge!" 
"Even if we broke up?" 
"Ye-,Probably," 


"Even you can't hate Winter after she helped me like that. She spent 
weeks talking to mom and dad convincing them that it would help," 


"| never said | hated her... She helped a lot, and not just you," Yang 
said before she stopped walking. "The first time | lost to Neo | was 
so mad | felt like | was going to explode. | ran away from the gym 
and ended up ripping a janitor's closet to pieces. | threw bottles, 
pushed over a shelf, even managed to snap one of the mops," she 
chuckled, looking down at the dirt. 


"We were worried sick about you," Ruby said, a dark seriousness in 
her voice that still sounded like the scared little girl she probably was 
back then. 


"| couldn't hear you guys calling for me over the crashing," Yang 
said, wincing as she spoke. "I was so scared when | heard the door 
open | felt like | was gonna be sick. But when Winter came she 
wasn't mad. She probably was, but she hid it really well. She talked 
to me, and actually seemed to understand. It felt like the first time in 
a long time that someone actually seemed to care other than my 
family. And Blake, but she's family," 


"| had no idea, she really helped that much?" 


"If she hadn't talked me down that day I'd probably be flipping tables 
in the cafeteria right now," Yang laughed while Blake's grip tightened 
on her hand. 


"Why would you be mad?" Weiss questioned, a dark feeling growing 
in the pit of her stomach. 


"I lost, | thought you knew?" 
"You lost? Then, excuse me for asking, why are we celebrating?" 


"We don't celebrate wins or anything like that, we celebrate when | 
have a good match,” 


"That's code for we're always celebrating," Ruby smiled, getting a 
laugh from everyone but Weiss. 


"Doesn't that feel weird though? To celebrate when you lost?" 


"If you asked me that question a few years ago | would've said the 
same thing. Now | just wanna improve, it doesn't really matter if | 
lose a match or two along the way. Don't tell the rest of the school, 
but the rivalry isn't actually that intense," 


"That... That makes sense," Weiss whispered, feeling the chilly wind 
send shivers down her back. "Sounds like Winter really helped," 


"She did. She was- is, a great person. She can also be a jerk 
sometimes though," Yang said, looking like she was about to choke 
the whole time. 


"There was also the time she helped us become friends with Ren 
and Yatsutashi. Which was right ooooover theeere," Ruby said, 
looking into the darkness near a soccer net and pointing. 


"Ren and Yatsutashi? How did she help?" 


"She gave Yang and | a pep talk," Ruby smiled, stepping into the 
grass and feeling the dew on her shoes. 


"Didn't you get hit in the face with a soccer ball and have a panic 
attack?" 


"Yup," 


"Panic attack?" Weiss asked suddenly, taking a step towards Ruby 
without thinking. 


"Yeah, have you ever gotten one before?" Ruby asked, her 
eyebrows knitted together. 


"Uh, maybe once or twice. Or maybe all the time," 


"Me too! That's probably not the best thing to bond over, but 
whatever. | used to get them all the time when | touched people, now 
it's only every now and then. It's a lot better than it used to be," Ruby 
said with her chest puffed out. 


"When you touch people? Wait, is that why you flinched in class the 
other day when | touched your shoulder?" 


"Dang, you saw that? | was hoping it wasn't that noticeable 
anymore," Ruby said, her shoulders slumping. 


"It wasn't bad, | was just standing close to you. | don't think anyone 
else saw, it was that small," Weiss said, feeling a bubbly feeling in 
her chest when Ruby's smile brightened. 


"You think so? That's a relief, people think I'm weird enough as is," 
Ruby said with a laugh, but her eyes didn't have their normal glint to 
them. 


"How many times do | have to tell you there's nothing wrong with 
being weird?" Weiss said, narrowing her eyes. 


"Probably until the sun explodes," Ruby said, and Weiss couldn't 
help but take another step closer to the girl. 


"| have time," Weiss said before she froze, making herself take a 
step back when she smelled Ruby's strawberry shampoo. "How do 
you get through your panic attacks?" She asked, knowing it would be 
nice to stop it before it came over her in the next few seconds. 


"| use this nut and bolt, Qrow gave it to me and | always have it on 
me in case | have another. | know it's dumb, but they really help," 
Ruby spoke quietly, slowly pulling out the two glittering pieces of 
steel from her pocket and showing them to Weiss. 


"That's what they are? | thought, actually | don't know what | thought. 
But if it helps then it's not dumb. At least you have something 
discrete you can use, the only thing that helps me is music," 


"Is that why you were anti-social and always had earbuds in your 
head when you first got here?" Yang asked bluntly, while Ruby 
perked up and blinked at her. 

"That's not exactly how | would put it, but you could say that," 


"High school's a scary place, all | have to say is | get it. We all cope 
different ways, and not everyone can be a badass when it comes to 
punching people," 


"Sounding really humble there, babe," Blake teased, snuggling 
closer into the girl's chest like a cat cuddling a heater. 


"But it's true! Just because Weiss can't punch someone in the face 
worth a damn isn't a bad thing,” 


"Hey, | slapped you good enough," 
"A good slap is still worse than a bad punch in my opinion," 


"You really like getting hit, don't you?" 


"Only like it when the right people do it, or the right person," Yang 
said, giggling when Blake slapped her arm. 


"You haven't been listening to your music lately," Ruby pointed out, 
her silver eyes lingering on Weiss. 


"| guess | haven't needed it past few days. It's... It's been really nice 
hanging out with you guys. Before this week | felt completely 
invisible like | could scream and nobody would even look my way," 
She paused, meeting Ruby's look, "Thanks for being there for me," 
she said as she turned and looked at Yang and Blake, shocked that 
Yang was holding back sniffles. 


"That's all | ever wanted to hear my locker neighbor say," She said 
before letting go of Blakes's hand and walking over to Weiss, 
wrapping her in a tight bear hug. 


"You're our friend now, so you don't have to thank us," Blake said 
confidently, walking up and wrapping her arms around Weiss too. 


"We should be thanking you," Ruby mumbled, jumping into the hug 
and wrapping her arms around all three of them like she was trying 
to squeeze the life out of them. Weiss, Yang, and Blake shared a 
look, but none of them said how shocking it was for the redhead to 
be there with them. 


"If you ever wanna see the stars you can come over anytime," Yang 
said just loud enough for them to hear as they took a step back. 
Weiss felt her spirits soar until she saw Ruby looking at the two of 
them with her jaw hanging open. 


"That's not- | mean, that's a great idea," Ruby interrupted, chuckling 
nervously before slinking back to her ice cream. 


"| thought it was a good idea, after all, Weiss gets exactly what she 
wants," Yang said with a grin on her face. Blake laughed, and Ruby 
looked at her like she'd been stabbed in the back. 


"It's what she wants, but she didn't ask you for that," Ruby 
countered, glaring at Yang. 


"She didn't have to ask, it's pretty clear what she wants," 
"You don't know what she wants," 


"... [think stargazing sounds like a great time," Weiss said meekly, 
watching the two sisters glare at each other while Blake looked like 
she was the only one in on the joke. "If it's gonna be a problem | 
don't wanna trouble you guys, | don't have to," 


"No, we want to!" Ruby stuttered quickly, waving her hand like she 
was trying to get Weiss to stop. 


"Oh, so we do want to?" Yang asked, raising an eyebrow at Ruby as 
her grin grew. 


"Of course we want to, why wouldn't we?" Ruby questioned, bowing 
her head to Yang like she'd lost a bet. 


"Then you're welcome,” Yang said, turning to Blake with a look that 
screamed proud of herself. 


"It sounds like you're going stargazing with us at some point," Blake 
said, looking past Yang's disappointed face at Weiss. 


"Are we? | don't know what just happened," Weiss giggled as she 
held out a napkin to Ruby. The girl tripped on something, probably 
her own feet, but managed to stay on her feet long enough to grab it 
from her hand. 


"T-thank you," Ruby stuttered, wiping her face as she regained her 
footing. 


"| didn't get a thank you," Yang said, gasping like she'd been hit. 


"Thank you, Yang," Ruby grunted, throwing the used napkin at Yang 
who swiped it to the ground with her cup filled hand. Before it could 


hit the ground Ruby dove, grabbing like a madman until she was 
clutching the small paper. 


"Nice catch," Weiss chuckled, pushing back a stray lock of hair 
behind her ear. Ruby stared for a moment before coughing into her 
hand and looking away, but Weiss couldn't help but wish for her to 
keep staring. 


"Thank you. Wait, it feels weird to say that twice," 


"That's fine, there are worse things than feeling a little weird," Weiss 
said, loving the way Ruby's smile came back bigger than ever. 


"So when are you coming over?" Ruby giggled, reaching for a lick of 
her ice cream before realizing that it was already down to the 
cardboard of the cup. "Maybe we should go back? Glynda's cooled 
off by now, right?" 


"Not a chance," Yang said flatly as she took a bite off of Blakes half- 
melted mess. 


"You can have some of mine," Weiss offered, holding out the bowl 
which she'd hardly touched. 


"Really?" Ruby said with sparkling eyes, leaning in so close it looked 
like she was about to take a bite. "You don't have to, | know it's 
probably been a while since you've had this. It's pretty rare around 
here," 


"Said just like a true aficionado. I'm surprised you know about Atlas 
Vanilla, but | feel like | shouldn't be considering how much time you 
seem to spend there. Not that that's a bad thing! Just, you work 
there, right?" 


"Yup! | spent so much time there that she begged me to work for her. 
She said she needed my expertise in, ' flavor profilers’," 


"She means flavor profiles," Blake piped up, but Ruby waved her 
arms in the air to get their attention. 


"We're getting off-topic, when are you coming over to stargaze?" She 
asked again, bouncing on her feet. 


"My sister trying to stay on topic? That's rare," 
"Of course | am, this is important!" 


"She's already coming over Saturday for the 'get together’, so that 
works out perfect," 


"| can do that," Weiss nodded, feeling the weight of her cell phone in 
her pocket. 


"That's awesome! But... What if- and feel free to say no... Would 
you want to go to the dance with us on Friday?" 


Chapter 45 


The wind was cool as Weiss cut her hand through the air like a 
dagger, the truck bounced as Ruby ran over a pothole, giggling all 
the way. Yang, Blake, and Ruby were talking about something, but 
Weiss couldn't focus on what they were saying. Her heartbeat was 
heavy and her mind felt foggy, maybe she was having a sugar crash 
from the ice cream? 


"Yeah?" She asked, blinking wildly as she looked from Ruby to the 
back seat. Blake was laying on top of Yang, her face buried in the 
crook of her girlfriend's neck, arms gripping her shoulders. Yang's 
hands were on Blake's back, rubbing in slow circles. Weiss couldn't 
see either of their eyes, but they were both breathing deeply and 
seemed as close to sleep as you could get. 


"You're sure you can go with us?" Ruby asked, a flash of green 
crossed her face from a light. 


"Yeah," Weiss nodded, feeling her heart thump. 
"You're sure? You didn't call Winter or anything to ask," 
"I'm sure," 


"Ok, | just don't want you getting in trouble or anything,” Ruby said, 
pausing and looking at Weiss with a raised eyebrow, "Are you ok?" 


"Of course I'm ok, why wouldn't | be?" 


"Because your answers are all super short and you have this glazed 
look on your face like you're bored," 


"I'm not bored! If anything I'm too excited," Weiss said, putting her 
hand on her chest and trying to slow her breathing. "Or anxious. | 


really have no idea at this point," 


"Oh no! That's not good! Is there anything | can do to help? We're 
almost to your place, right? Should | pull over?" 


"No, don't worry about it, just keep going," Weiss chuckled. 


"Why're you laughing? Don't get me wrong, | love hearing you laugh, 
| just wanna know why," 


"It's just sorta... cute," 
"You think I'm cute?" 

"| didn't say that," 

"You don't think I'm cute?" 


"| definitely didn't say that," Weiss chuckled, covering her face with 
her hand, stifling the laughter. 


"Then what's so cute?" 


"Nobody other than my sister's ever really asked what could make 
me feel better. There's been one or two people along the way, really 
good people, but you're just cute about it. You're sort of like a puppy- 
in a good way!" 


"There's always gonna be people who don't care, but those few who 
do are really special. Yang, Qrow, and Zwei were that for me. All 
puppies are good, how could there be a bad way to take that?" 


"Sisters are really great, aren't they? They always try to protect us, 
even when they probably shouldn't," Weiss said, watching Ruby's 

face as she drove the car, her eyes always coming back to Weiss, 
"What did she tell you about home?" 


Ruby silently watched the road, her fingers tapping on the steering 
wheel, "A little, but not much. She never liked talking about her past, 


always tried to avoid it when she could, but she told us about 
fencing, her mom- er, your mom," 


"What about father?" 


"Is it normal to call your dad father in Atlas? I've never been, but it 
sounds so formal to me, it just sounds weird," 


"It does sound weird, doesn't it? I've always called him that, it's what 
he asked to be called," 


"Asked or ordered?" 


"| take it Winter told you about him then?" Weiss sighed, sinking 
further into her seat. 


"A little. Weiss, we found her on the side of the road with everything 
she owned in the back of her bug. | wasn't the smartest kid, but even 
| could tell something wasn't right," 


"| tried calling her, but her phone didn't have any service. | was so 
scared until she called that night, | was sure she'd been kidnapped 
or worse. Thanks for helping her, I'm glad you guys found her," 


"No need to thank us, we were coming home from visiting Mom and 
saw her there. Yang bet me | couldn't fix her car, and | wanted candy. 


"That's why you stopped? You wanted to win a bet for candy?" Weiss 
asked, holding back a laugh. 


"| wouldn't put it like that, especially to her, but sorta," 


"Winter's gonna love that," Weiss laughed, her stomach felt bubbly 
when she saw the way Ruby was smiling at her. 


"| wouldn't be shocked if Qrow told her, and if not then she won't be 
shocked, she knows us," Ruby explained as she took a familiar turn. 
"How was your dad? | was always scared to ask Winter, I'm still 


scared now, but | wanted to ask. You don't have to answer if you 
don't want to though," 


"He loved us, | know that, but he wasn't a good guy... He pushed 
everyone in his life hard, like if we weren't always working then it 
was a waste. Winter couldn't take it and came here," 


"And you? You stayed?" 
"| did. | figured if | was there then he wouldn't care what Winter did, 
that way she'd be able to live the life she wanted. It worked for a 


while," Weiss said, a hitch in her voice as she turned to look out at 
the familiar city streets passing them by. 


"So Winter left and you stayed behind to work? That sounds pretty 
lonely," 


"No, not always. | had Klein," 

"One of those good people you were talking about?" 

"He was the best! He always let me wander around the manor, 
bought me CDs," the truck came to a gentle stop as the light flashed 
red. Ruby turned towards her, eyes wide as her smile, leaning 
forwards like Winter did when she was sucked into a movie. 


"I'd love to meet him, I'd ask him all about how you were as a kid! Do 
you think he has baby pictures of you and Winter?" 


"I'm not sure, I'll have to ask him next time | see him. Who knows, 
maybe I'll bring you along," 


"Could you?" Ruby asked excitedly, 


"Only if | get to see Qrow's baby pictures of you," Weiss said cockily, 
only to deflate when Ruby shook her head. 


"I'm not sure where they are anymore. Probably some storage unit 
somewhere. Maybe they got sold on one of those auction shows? | 


think that'd be cool, maybe I'd see them in a shop somewhere," She 
nodded solemnly, the glow of the light made her face look dark. 


"If you ever wanna track them down one day, I'd love to help. I'd also 
love to end up on one of those shows, it sounds like a blast," 


"That sounds like a fun plan. What's Klein doing now? Buttling 
somewhere?" 


"| don't think he's doing anything anymore,” 
"Like, retired? Or dead?" 


"Retired. Jeez, not everything's super dark. My dad fired hima 
couple of months ago, and now he's relaxing. He spent most of his 
life working for the richest man in Atlas, he was very well 
compensated," Weiss said, knowing the words were true but feeling 
a stone in her stomach. 


"Can | ask why he got fired? | don't wanna pry, but... I'm curious," 


"Of course you are," Weiss giggled, putting her finger on the top of 
her scar and tracing it down her eye, "After my dad did this, Klein 
knocked him out. He said it was his resignation letter, really sounded 
like an action hero," 


The light turned green and Weiss looked out at the street, waiting for 
the car to move. Weiss looked around for something that might be 
keeping them still, like someone crossing the road, only to find 
nothing. 


"Ruby?" Weiss asked, turning to see the girl gripping the steering 
wheel so hard it looked like she was about to tear it off. Her jaw was 


clenched and she was glaring at the road like it had offended her. 
"Ruby?" 


"| said it was cool..." She whispered, her hands shaking. 


"You did, and | really appreciated it," 


"Why? Because | pointed out your scar when you'd rather forget 
about it?" Ruby mumbled, pushing down on the gas before anyone 
could honk at her. 


"No, because it made me feel normal for once. Everyone else just 
stares at it and pretends | can't see. You just talked about it like it 
was totally normal, even Winter doesn't do that," 


"Scars aren't bad or anything, they just mean that you're somewhere 
better now. That's what | think at least. Not that I'm into giving 
yourself scars or anything, that's not exactly a healthy way to cope. 
But like, | get it? | don't think you do, but, I'm not gonna shut up now," 
Ruby muttered, all but biting her lips closed. 


"| think it looks ugly. It could've been anywhere, my leg, arm, back, 
but nope. It had to be the face. It doesn't help boost my confidence. 
But you saying that it looked cool? That did," Weiss scooched closer 
to Ruby, so close she could have reached out and held her hand on 
the wheel. It would've been nice if not for the seat belt cutting into 
her side. 


"It doesn't make it better if it's on your back," Ruby said sadly as her 
jaw relaxed and her fingers came free of the steering wheel one ata 
time. 


"No, it probably doesn't," Weiss said, holding her back tongue from 
saying more. Weiss unclicked her seat belt and slid until her legs 
were almost touching Ruby's. 


"| hate that you have that scar, and | really hate how you got it, but 
I'm glad | could make you feel better about it. | hope you know that | 
don't look at it when | see you," 


"What do you look at then? My messy hair?" Weiss chuckled, but 
Ruby shook her head. 


"It's your eyes," She smiled, her eyes sparkling with the orange glow 
of the street lamps. 


"l- Thank you. Your eyes are, also, captivating. Does that sound 
weird?" 


“Being weird doesn't matter," 


"Right, obviously," Weiss stuttered, not sure if she should back away. 
Ruby slowed the truck until it came to an easy stop that would've left 
an eye sitting on top of the car. Her dad would be proud. 


Ruby looked down at Weiss's hand resting on the cushion, smiling. 
"This is your apartment, right?" 


"Is it bad that | know we are based on the smell?" Weiss asked, 
sniffing the air and getting the familiar odor of wet animal hair and 
pee. 


"The city has a pretty distinct smell, | just wish it was a good one," 
Ruby said before unclipping her seatbelt, the smell of her shampoo 
filling the air. Weiss felt her heart thump in her chest like a bomb 
going off. She risked a quick glance at the back of the truck, finding 
Yang and Blake were both limp as noodles. 


"Should | walk you inside? It'll probably be safer," 
"Yes please," Weiss squeaked, feeling her face light up. 


"Lead the way," Ruby said as she opened the door, holding it open 
with a bow, "Princess," 


"I'm not a princess. At this point I'm not even an heiress. I'm just 
an... ess," 


"Yang calls me that sometimes, but she pronounces it differently. 
More with an a" Ruby said as she took Weiss's hand, helping her 
climb out of the car. 


"Clever," Weiss chuckled, enjoying the calloused and warm feeling of 
Ruby's fingers. 


"This isn't giving you anxiety?" Weiss asked, holding their hands up, 
holding Ruby's tight. 


"It's not bad when it's someone | like touching me," Ruby said as 
they walked across the street, holding hands in the lamplight. 


"Are you saying you like me?" Weiss asked, mirroring Ruby before 
she had time to realize what she was saying. 


"| didn't say that," 


"Are you saying you don't like me?" Weiss asked with a trembling 
voice, trying to stop the words before they were out. 


"Of course not," Ruby said, gripping Weiss's hand tightly as they 
approached the front door. 


"Ok, good. Good to know that you I-like me. | think you're swell," 
Weiss sputtered out, feeling light on her feet as she spoke. 


"Swell? It's not as good as liking me but it's better than hating me, I'll 
take it," 


"| like you," Weiss corrected quickly, wishing she'd learn to shut up 
for once in her life. 


"It's a good thing I'm seeing you in school tomorrow then. Even 
better that we're going to the dance together," 


"| agree, | can't wait... | really like spending time with you, Ruby. You 
really are great," Weiss whispered before standing on her tiptoes 
and latching Ruby in a tight hug. 


"So are you," Ruby said, relaxing her rigid back and melting into the 
hug. For a moment Weiss thought that Ruby would lean in and kiss 
on the lips, or even the cheek. For a long moment, Ruby thought 
about doing that very thing. "Goodnight," She whispered, hands 
clutching Weiss's shirt. 


"Goodnight, I'll see you tomorrow. Text me when you're home safe, 
ok?" 


"| will, | gotta get those two lovebirds home at all costs," Ruby said 
pointing her thumb to the truck. 


"Ruby, thanks for a great night," Weiss smiled, feeling her insides 
flutter as Ruby stumbled back to the truck with a goofy grin on her 
face. 


"It was an honor, m'lady," Ruby nodded, getting back into the truck 
and driving down the road, into the misty midnight. Weiss watched 
them go, her heart pounding like no tomorrow thinking about- 
everything. The match, tonight, tomorrow, the dance! There was too 
much to look forward to! 


Weiss chuckled as she walked in the door, feeling like for the first 
time in her life she was finally inside of her own life. That feeling 
turned to dust and ash when Weiss saw Earl sitting at the front desk 
with his crossword puzzle on the table. She'd only taken a step into 
the building when he stood up. 


"You're sister's waiting for you," 


Chapter 46 


"It can't be that bad," Weiss whispered to herself, Earls's words still 
ringing in her ears. ‘I've seen that girl come home screaming, 
cursing, and drowning in tears, but | haven't ever seen her look like 
this. The hallway had the same sticky carpet and dim lights as 
always, but the lights seemed dimmer than normal, like she was 
going deeper into the pits of hell than even the light dared to go. 


The door was solid in front of her like it never had been before, 
feeling impassable even though she had the key. She raised her 
shaky fist in the air, swinging it towards the door only to stop herself 
at the last moment. Images of her dad's study door flashed in her 
mind, she could smell the oak and feel the icy doorknob like she was 
there now. But this wasn't her father's study, this was her home, so 
she opened the door despite the cold sweat running down her back. 


The lights in the kitchen and the living room were all off, with the only 
light coming from the television which was playing some movie with 
a cute black lizard thing with green eyes and wings. 


Weiss looked around, straining her ears to pick up any small noise. 
Winter wasn't sitting at the kitchen table waiting for her with a whip in 
her hand, but the room was too dark to see if she was lying in wait 
somewhere else. 


She slipped her shoes off as quietly as she could, holding them with 
a hand as she tiptoed into the room. Weiss put the shoes down like 
they were made of glass, or more accurately like it was the detonator 
for a bomb. She closed the door, flinching when the wood clicked 
shut a few decibels too loud. 


Weiss didn't even try lifting her feet to move, choosing to slide on the 
wood like she was gliding on a pair of ice skates, just like her mom 
had taught her. Weiss froze, sticking her nose in the air and sniffing 
like a bloodhound. It smelled like oranges and fried onions, and even 


though she'd just eaten a big cup of ice cream she felt her stomach 
grumble. 


She forced her way past the fridge and down to the living room, 
knowing that it was worth going hungry if she could delay her sister's 
wrath for even a few hours. Shuffling her feet on the carpet, Weiss 
started edging closer to the couch, keeping as much of herself 
behind the couch as she could. 


All that was on the couch was a lumpy blanket and the remote, nota 
sister in sight. She looked at her sister's bedroom door and saw that 
the lights were off, breathing a sigh of relief as she stood up with 
cracking knees. "Guess | outlasted you, huh?" Weiss said, her chest 
swelling. 


Tomorrow would suck when the two of them talked, but she could at 
least sleep well tonight knowing that for once she'd broken the rules 
successfully. Weiss lifted her arms above her head and yawned, her 
legs shaking as she did. She started reaching for her pocket to 
check for the time, with no clue if it was even still Wednesday 
anymore but stopped herself when she realized that knowing when 
she got home wouldn't change the punishment. 


Weiss took a few soft steps towards her room before stopping and 
turning towards Winter's door. The seconds ticked by as she stood 
there, looking at that door in the harsh brightness of the television. 
"Fuck it," 


Her feet echoed in the hall until she stopped in front of Winter's door, 
knocking on it and cracking it open before her nerve dried up. 
"Winter, I'm not sure if you're still awake, but I'm home," Her voice 
was barely above a whisper, but her voice boomed in the cramped 
space. The room was pitch black and dead silent as she waited, only 
hearing the muffled voices tv and the traffic outside the window. 


"Guess you're asleep, which makes sense because l'm sure it's 
pretty late. Or, early, | have no idea anymore. I'm sure you're pretty 
mad, so we'll talk about it in the morning. | just- | want you to know 


that I'm sorry for running off like that. It was stupid and childish and 
I'm sorry. Goodnight... | love you," Weiss whispered, slowly closing 
the door, waiting to hear some resistance up until the door clicked 
shut. 


Weiss dropped her arms to her sides and almost collapsed there on 
the carpet as her eyes lazily started to close. She looked at the 
bathroom, feeling the plaque on her teeth while her toothbrush called 
out to her. She tried going to it, but all her feet knew how to do was 
carry her to her bedroom. 


She blinked, finding herself standing in front of her door when she 
opened them after a long second. She pushed her shoulder into the 
door, slamming her side into the door before she twisted the knob 
and it flew open. She stumbled, squinting at the light of her bedroom 
light as her fingers started fiddling with her jeans. 


"Her," She heard, the sudden noise spooking her so badly she 
backed into her desk. 


"Why can't you tell me when you're lurking in the shadows like that!" 
Weiss cried, rubbing her hip to help with the burning. 


"| said hey and left the light on, what else do you want?" 

"Maybe something like, Hey Weiss, don't freak out but I'm in your 
room! That would make late night talks like this a little less absolutely 
terrifying," Weiss gasped, resting her hands on her knees as she 
took deep breaths. 


"That would be boring. You should try hiding in the shadows once 
and awhile, you get some fun reactions," 


"A fun reaction? Is that what you're calling me getting a bruise and 
almost having a panic attack?" 


"Does it make me a bad sister if | say yes?" 


"Yes!" Weiss huffed, standing up and putting her hands on her hips 
as she glared at her sister. Winter was wearing her Firewalkers shirt 
and some pajama pants, her hair was flowing down her shoulders 
except for a lock of hair right over her eyes. She was sitting on the 
bed with her knees pulled up to her chest, arms wrapped around her 
legs like a child. She had bags under her eyes and looked much 
more exhausted than when Weiss had left her a few hours ago. 


"| can live with that," Winter said with a forced smile that she could 
hardly keep heavy eyes. 


"Of course you can," Weiss said, her shoulders slumping. The sisters 
looked at each other, neither of them had any fight in their eyes. 


"I'm sorry," Winter snapped, closing her eyes and putting her head 
on her knees, keeping her from seeing Weiss's jaw hit the ground. "I 
said you could hang out with your friends for the first time and | tried 
to stop you, and that wasn't fair. | trust you, I'm not sure if that's clear 
or not but I really really do. | just worry so much about you after what 
happened with father, if anything happened to you I'd... God, | don't 
even know," 


Weiss thought she'd see her sister's shoulders start shaking and 
hear the heartbreaking sounds of sobbing, but her back went up and 
down gently like waves on a calm day. She looked up with her eyes 
glistening, but her cheeks were dry. "But you shouldn't have hung up 
on me like that or gone somewhere without telling me where. If 
something happened, if you'd met someone dangerous, | need to 
know where you are," Her words were unshaking and her eyes were 
firm despite the wetness. 


"I'm sorry too, | Know | shouldn't have hung up on you like that. It 
was mean and childish. When | said | couldn't go with Ruby and 
everyone | just got so mad," Weiss said before stopping to sort out 
the jumble of words in her head. "It reminded me of when dad would 
say | couldn't do something. Normally | would have just shrunk back 
and done whatever, but | couldn't. | wanted to go so badly and 


nothing you said would've kept me from going. You aren't him 
though, and | shouldn't treat you like you are," 


Weiss shifted her weight from foot to foot, rubbing her eyes while her 
sister looked at her with a raised eyebrow. "When did you get so 
rebellious?" 


"This week," 


"Well... Ugh, | get it. You get told no so much that eventually, all you 
hear is white noise. | was the same way after | asked father if | could 
go into psychology. The consequences don't even matter once you 
get to that point, you just have to do it," Winter said while her eyes 
looked into a past that felt a lifetime and a second ago. 


"So I'm not in trouble?" 


"No, you aren't in trouble. You were acting like a kid for once, and I'm 
proud of you. Annoyed that you left without my permission, but proud 
nonetheless. How about | confiscate MY dvd player for a few days 
and we call it even?" 


“That's it?" 


"That's it. I've wanted you to make friends for a long time and I'm just 
glad you found a good group of them. Be a kid, enjoy it," 


"Winter... | have no idea how to be a kid, how to make friends, or 
even how to talk to people. | feel like a fish flopping on the ground 
with no idea which way is up or what I'm doing here. I'm trying to 
figure it out but- but," her throat felt like it was closing and the words 
died in her throat as tears started streaming down her face. 


"It's ok, I'm here," Winter whispered, arms wrapped around her baby 
sister before either knew what had happened. Weiss wrapped her 
arms around her sister, clutching her shirt like a lost child as her 
shoulders shook with sobs. 


Winter was a trained and experienced therapist who's known her 
sister for as long as she's been alive, yet even then she couldn't 
think of a single sentence that might help the tears stop. So she said 
nothing, only rubbing her hands up and down her sister's back. 


"Sorry I'm such a mess," Weiss mumbled while her tears stained 
Winters shirt. 


"You don't have to apologize for how you're feeling," 
"But-" 


"It's ok, Weiss. It's called unconditional love, you get it even if you're 
a mess," 


"Even if I'm crying and getting snot on your favorite shirt?" 


"Yes, even then. | love this shirt, but if it meant making you feel 
better I'd burn it right now," 


"Don't. You can have stuff you love outside of me you know," 
"| know I can, but it's just a shirt, Weiss" 

"You know | wasn't talking about the shirt," 

"Yeah... | Know," 


"I'm not sure what things are like between you and Qrow, but don't 
burn your shirt because of me, ok?" 


"So mature and caring for someone so young," Winter sighed, 
"Things are complicated now, but if | find another shirt laying around 
I'll only feed it to the flames if it's a jackass. Is that good?" 

"Mmm it was acceptable," 


"Do you wanna promise to make it official?" 


"Not this time, | trust you, Win," Weiss said as she pulled away from 
her sister, wiping her face dry on her sleeve. 


"I'll make sure it isn't misplaced," Winter said, patting her sister on 
the head and smiling into her bloodshot eyes. 


"Are we done with the hard talk now? I'm exhausted and crashing 
from my sugar high," 


"| think so, if not we'll talk in the morning and hash it out. Let me 
guess, did they take you to Vale sweets?" 


"Yup, Glynda says hi by the way. Is it just me or was she really 
intense,” 


"It's not just you, she's terrifying when she wants to be, and 
sometimes when she doesn't wanna be," Winter said, a shiver 
running down her back that even Weiss could feel. 

"She seems really nice though, | like her a lot," 


"| do too. She's a really good friend to have," 


"She also said something about you costing her money in laundry 
and the floor being sticky?" 


"... Welp, I'm gonna hit the hay, see you tomorrow!" Winter said 
quickly, trying to walk away only for Weiss to drag her back. 


"Wait! | need to ask you something. It's not serious, it's actually 
pretty dumb," Weiss said, letting go of her sister and wrapping her 
arms around her chest. 

"I'll be the judge of that, what's up?" 


"Well, it's just that... You know what, how about we talk about it 
tomorrow?" 


"Or we could get this over with and you could ask me," Winter 
snickered playfully. 


"It's nothing,” 
"Weiss," 


"Fine!... Could | go to prom?" Weiss asked, looking down at the 
floor. 


"You wanna go to prom?" Winter asked, eyes wide. 


"| mean, a little. Ruby asked if I'd go with all of them and | said y- that 
I'd ask you," 


"When is it?" 
"Friday night. If that's not enough notice don't worry about-" 


"We need to go dress shopping! Oh my gosh, this is gonna be so 
much fun for you! Do we need to get flowers? Are you gonna go 
somewhere to take pictures or should we just take them here? We 
can't forget about the shoes, | think Amy might know some places 
with good prices. | can text her in the morning, who am | kidding 
she's probably awake now," 


"Is that a yes?" 

"Of course it's a yes! Prom's a right of passage, you're gonna have 
so much fun! Not to mention how much fun I'm gonna have helping 
you look amazing," 


"Can | ask one more thing then?" Weiss asked, rubbing the back of 
her head. 


"You can go to an after party if you want, but | need to know the 
details. Address, parents, numbers, the whole shebang," 


"What? No. | was gonna ask if," She paused, taking a deep breath, 
"Could | drive tomorrow? 


Chapter 47 


"Is it still sore?" Ruby asked above the sound of the splashing of the 
pool. 


"It's not too bad, but | think it's gonna leave a bruise," Weiss sighed, 
lifting up her shirt and showing the dark mark left behind on her side 
by the seat belt. Ruby stared at it with wide eyes, gulping. 


"| hate to say it, but that's what you get for slamming on the breaks 
like that. | heard the tires squealing from the cafeteria," 


"The pole came out of nowhere, ok? After Winter calmed down she 
said everything was fine, so there's no point in talking about it 
anymore," Weiss huffed, turning on the bleachers to watch the 
students throw a yellow ball around. Most of them could barely keep 
their heads above water, let alone catch the thing. 


"| believe you, poles are always moving around the school, it makes 
it really hard to get my bearings," 


"It's not nice to tease people," 


"I'm being serious! Mostly! I've been in plenty of near misses too, it 
stops phasing you when it happens so often," 


"And you've never gotten into an accident or anything? After last 
night | have my doubts," 


"Was it really that bad?" 


"We didn't crash or anything, so | guess you were doing something 
right. Nobody got hurt, so you did better than me," 


"It can happen to anyone, don't feel too bad about it. All you need is 
a little more practice and a lot more encouragement!" Ruby smiled, 
moving across the bleachers until she was sitting next to Weiss. 


"Why does everything take so much practice? Can't | just be good at 
something for once without having to work for twenty years to get ok 
at it?" 


"That would be pretty nifty, but that takes all the fun out of failing, 
don't you think? Failing, learning, repeating, it's all a part of growing," 
Ruby said, looking at the ripples in the water, "I know I'm just a kid, 
but after seeing Yang grow up like she has, how much she messes 
up and loses, | can't help but see how much better she's gotten. 
Meanwhile, I've seen other people coast in life and turn out rotten to 
the very core..." 


Ruby started reaching for her pockets, and the nut and bolt that were 
certainly waiting there, "Was that Yang? Or someone else?" 


"Yeah, it's Yang. Was it that obvious?" Ruby smiled, her hands 
resting on her knees as she turned back to Weiss. 


"You're her biggest fan, that shirt last night proved it. You always get 
the same proud tone in your voice when you talk about her, like 
she's your idle," 

"That's because she is," 


"And the other look, the one that looks like you just ate old cheese, 
that's Cinder, right?" 


"Are you a mind reader or something? | won't say if you are, but if 
you can I'll totally become your minion," 


"A minion sounds nice, but I'm more into having a partner in crime. If 
we split the loot you have less reason to turn me in," 


"Ahhh, so you want a ride or die kind of set up? | like that, it-" Ruby 
started, only for her eyes to go wide and her mouth to clamp shut. 


"What? Do | have something in my teeth?" 


"I'm not sure, turn around and let me have a look," said the familiarly 
gruff voice of Professor Port. Weiss spun around on the bleacher so 
fast her head almost spun off like a top. 


"After the extensive talk | had with the two of you young women 
yesterday, | would've expected to see you in a swimsuit and ready to 
go in the pool faster than anyone! So answer me this: Why aren't 
you in the pool?" Port said, sounding like an actual teacher for once. 


"We forgot our suits again, Qrow was supposed to-" 


"Well in that case it's a good thing that the pool office just received a 
generous donation of swimsuits from an anonymous benefactor. 
Probably from someone who knows just how much work went into 
planning our time in the pool," he said, stern eyes poking out from 
beneath his bushy eyebrows. 

"I'm not sure if I'm comfortable using a used-" 

"They're brand new," 


"Then they're probably gonna be the wrong size, I'm pretty small 
and-" 


"There's plenty of sizes, I'm sure you'll both find one that fits. Now, 
run along," He said, nodding them to the pool office. 


"|... alright," Ruby submitted, her smile wilting until it was on the 
brink of death. 


"We'll get going, sir," Weiss said, glad when Port smiled and walked 
back towards the pool. 


"Jerk," Ruby grumbled, her face pale. 


"It's not that bad, we can just sit on the edge. Maybe we'll get hit in 
the head and get to sit out," 


"Heh, maybe," Ruby gulped, her voice strained. 


"Let's get this over with, it'll be over before we know it, " 
"Or we could just leave, Port won't stay mad forever," 


"Like, ditch class? Right before prom and your robotics thing? 
Sounds like a recipe for disaster," Weiss said as she stood up, 
shivering as the wind ripped through her, filling her nose with the 
smell of chlorine. 


"My uncles the coach, he won't kick me off the team,” 
"No, but you don't want Qrow to get in trouble, do you?" 
"a. No," 


"Then let's go and get changed," Weiss said calmly, reaching outa 
hand for the burnette. Ruby looked at her hand with heavy eyes, and 
Weiss couldn't help feel like something was wrong. She hated water 
and swimming as much as the next person, but this was different. 


"Fine," Ruby spat, gritting her teeth as she took Weiss's hand, 
getting pulled to her feet. Weiss heard her cue to move, but her mind 
started wandering when she felt the electricity shooting into her from 
Ruby's touch. 


"Tick tock, girls!" They heard from across the pool. Like a spooked 
animal Ruby pulled her hand away from Weiss, or maybe it was the 
other way around, both feeling like they'd been caught doing 
something wrong. 


"We should get going," Weiss coughed, her cheeks red. 


"Lead the way," Ruby said, pushing a lock of her hair back in place 
and looking at the floor. The walk to the office was quick and silent, 
both of them listening to the splashes and cursing of the students. 


The lifeguard sitting in the office showed them the selection of 
swimsuits, each one of them a modest one-piece that left plenty to 
the imagination. Weiss grabbed the first one that looked like her size 


while Ruby took her time looking at them all. She would unravel it, 
looking at the front and back of the suit. She frowned and rolled them 
back up until she was back at the start of the selection, taking the 
first one of her size that she grabbed. 


It reminded her of a prisoner getting their new uniform, with the 
guard on duty giving her a pained expression like he knew exactly 
how little she wanted to swim. At least she didn't have to wear that 
gaudy orange, that was more Yang's color. 


The two girls shuffled into the girl's locker room, happy to find the 
place abandoned. The lockers were all stuffed to bursting with 
clothes and backpacks with almost all of the lockers hanging open. 
The lockers were all deep green and taller than Weiss, with wooden 
benches lining the walls. Mirrors were scattered around the place, 
and Weiss could probably see every angle from the room from one 
place if she tried. The air was frigid and dry, made all the worse by 
the buzzing of the flickering lights. 


"Guess we should change," Weiss said, looking at Ruby while she 
white knuckled the suit. 


"Yup, looks like it..." Ruby stuttered, her back to Weiss. Ruby 
dropped her swimsuit onto the bench and reached for the hem of her 
shirt. Weiss blinked and turned around, taking a deep breath as her 
heart hammered in her chest. 


"| guess I'll go over here," Weiss said as she rushed away from Ruby 
and to the very back of the room. Weiss heard the echo as Ruby 
dropped her shirt on the floor and fought the urge to start walking 
back. 


"O-ok. I'm not really used to changing with people, so this is pretty 
weird for me," 


"I'm glad it's not just me who feels weird," 


"Are you doing anything fun after school?" Ruby sputtered, the 
words echoing loudly despite how quiet Ruby was. 


"Fun? Yeah actually, I'm going dress shopping with Winter," 


"Wow, so she's really letting you go with us? | could've sworn you 
were lying last night about her saying yes," 


"Me? Lie? That's a silly thought, most of the time I'm the most honest 
person | know," 


"Most of the time?" 


"Don't worry about that part," Weiss said, hearing Ruby's laugh 
echoed off the tile. 


"Sounds suspicious, but ok then. Where are you guys going?" 


"Where? A dress shop probably. That's a thing, right? Or do we have 
to go get one made?" 


"Dress shops are a thing, but it's gonna be hard finding one this 
close to prom," 


"It is? Why, isn't their whole thing having a ton of dresses?" 


"It's a bit different when every high school in the state has their prom 
in the same few weeks. Yang and | had to do the same thing last 
year, SO you Can do it," 


"Did you find anything good? Not that any dress would look bad on 
you or anything, but- you know what | mean," Weiss said as she 
started taking off her own clothes. 


"| think we found some nice dresses considering how much people 
stared at us in them. Well, mostly they were staring at Yang, thank 
God," Ruby explained as Weiss felt the itch of an idea forming. 


"You know all the best dress places then, right?" 


"| wouldn't say the best dresses, but the best deals!" 
"Could you come with us?" 
"Seriously?" 


"| mean, yeah. Is that bad? You know where everything's at, and it 
would be nice having someone other than Winter tell me how | look. 
She's great, but she says | look great in everything," 


"I'm sure you would look great in everything," Ruby said, missing the 
fact that she'd just stopped Weiss's heart. "Hold on, today's 
Thursday, right?" 


"What? Yes, yeah, yup," 


"| can't tonight, Jaune and | have to work on the business part of 
robotics tonight, it's gonna be a total drag," 


"| can do it," Weiss blurted out as she slid the swimsuit on one leg at 
a time. 


"Do what? Annoy Jaune into letting me go?" 


"No, | can do the business stuff for you. | can make a schedule, 
figure out a timeline, organize, anything you could need. | might not 
look it, but managing a business is one of the things I've gotten good 
at," 


"You're serious? Why would you help? It's not just so you can get me 
all to yourself, is it?" 


"No! Just, | want to help. The robotics people all seem so nice and 
kind, if | can help you guys I'd love to. It would be a fun challenge,” 
Weiss smirked, feeling adrenaline fill her body the more she thought 
about it. How nice would it be watching Ruby and everyone else win 
and get some recognition for once. 


"I think you might be overestimating yourself there, it normally takes 
groups of people days to do this. Jaune and | were just planning on 
doing the bare minimum and calling it good," 


"You won't win any competitions by doing the bare minimum, no 
matter how talented you are. Don't worry about me though, just give 
me a list of what needs to get done and I'll have it to you by Sunday,” 
Weiss said as she stuffed her clothes into an empty locker, making 
sure to cover her unmentionables up as much as possible before 
slamming it shut. 


"I'm confused, does this mean you're joining robotics?" 


"No, of course not. I'm just... advising. I'll help you out if you help me 
out, deal?" 


"Oh yeah, advising on a super stressful engineering project with a 
bunch of nerds, that's as fun as going dress shopping with you," 


"If I'm being honest, dress shopping sounds absolutely terrifying to 
me. I'd much rather hang out and work with a bunch of nerds, 
especially if you're one of them," Weiss admitted sheepishly, 
shivering as the cool air nipped at her bare shoulders and back. The 
swimsuit fit snugly, but she couldn't fight the desire to hide her legs 
before anyone saw. 


"It wouldn't make it worse if | was there?" Ruby asked, the sound of 
her feet slapping on the tile made Weiss want to run into the halls. 


"No, it would make it a lot easier if you were there. | trust you to tell 
me what looks good on me, | feel like Winter's gonna lie," 


"Well, I'm just gonna say you look good in everything," 
"It's not nice to lie," 


"Who said | was lying?" Ruby asked, her voice on the other side of 
the lockers. 


"l-uh, | don't know," Weiss coughed, sitting down on the bench 
before her knees had the chance to give out. "Should we go 
outside? | think Port's gonna get worried about us soon," Weiss 
stuttered, standing up. 


"Could we wait a sec? | need a minute," 
"Is it loose or something? | could get you a new suit or something,” 
"No, it fits," Ruby said, her voice weak, 


"Then what's wrong?" Weiss asked, looking up at Ruby as she 
walked around the corner. Her t-shirt hung loosely, covering her bare 
hips and leaving the rest of her legs bare. Her feet were small and 
painted dark red with chips missing from each of her toes, Weiss 
couldn't help but pull her unpainted digits under the bench. 


"Nothing, | just need a minute," Ruby smiled, twirling around with her 
hands clasped behind her back. 


"If you don't wanna tell me that's fine, but at least have the decency 
to come up with something convincing," 


"You're just like Blake aren't you? | get really embarrassed when | 
swim," Ruby admitted, a smile on her face as she sat on the bench 
Opposite Weiss, tossing a pair of shoes to the ground. 


"You too? It's weird having my legs out for everyone to see. Luckily 
it's not a bikini or anything and | don't have to show off my belly. but | 
still feel like my- eh, things, are too exposed" 


"You mean your boobs?" Ruby asked with a smirk plastered over her 
face. 


"Yes, my breasts," 


"You aren't one of those people who never heard the talk, right? | 
can try and give it if you want, but Yang's the one you really want," 


"My lord, yes I've gotten the talk before," Weiss laughed, ignoring the 
burning of her face. "I might be inexperienced, but I've done my fair 
share of research," 


"So has everyone else, Weiss, we just don't talk about it," 


"Does everything have to be a dirty joke with you sisters? | feel like | 
can't open my mouth without it sounding like some innuendo," 


"We just use what you give us, blame yourself," 


"Oh yes, I'm so sorry," Weiss snickered, "If that's not why you're 
embarrassed then what is?" 


"| think | should tell you something, and | don't want you to freak out 
or anything," 


"I'll let you know if I'm freaking out when you tell me," 
"Can you promise you won't freak out?" 


"No," Weiss said, crossing her arms and staring down the silver- 
eyed girl. Ruby nodded, standing up and pacing up and down the 
room. 


"Ok, I'll take that. | just didn't want you to think | was weird or 
anything for wearing my shirt in the water like a weirdo, or at least 
Cinder said it was weird when | dated her. But you seem to like weird 
stuff, so | don't wanna keep it from you. Plus after last night | feel like 
you'd understand more than her," 


"I'm following so far, but you're starting to lose me," 


"Ok, good, I'll slow down. | guess, | just, uh-" Ruby huffed before 
turning away from Weiss and taking off her shirt in one swift motion. 
Weiss forced her gaze above the girl's hips, fighting the pull to geta 
look at something she shouldn't 


"Ruby, why are you-" Weiss said, her voice failing her as her eyes 
fell on the girl's open back. The suit was only covering her shoulders, 
leaving the rest of her back open to the air. 


For a moment Weiss thought that she was looking at red marker 
lines crisscrossing up and down Ruby's back, like the kind a child 
would do on a wall if they were mad. But these lines were thick and 
the color was familiar, she looked at it every day in the mirror. 


"Wha-" the words fell apart before Weiss could speak them, 
shivering as a chill swept over her body. 


"Don't freak out, everyone always freaks out at first,” 
"I'm not freaking out, I'm just not sure what to say," 


"| was attacked by a dog when | was a kid," Ruby explained, her 
voice shaking worse than Weiss's hands. 


"A dog? Really? What kind?" Weiss asked as she stood up on 
wobbly legs, taking a step towards Ruby. 


"A big one?" Ruby said sheepishly, turning and watching Weiss edge 
closer. 


"The breed, doofus,” 


"Not all of us are well versed in the ancient art of dog breeds. Some 
of us have a Zwei and stick with that," 


"Was it big and thin? What color was it?" 
"I'm not sure, we never got a good look at it," 
"Can | ask you another question?" 


"Course," 


"What were you eating the day | saw you outside of Winter's 
building?" 


"A hot dog and a pop, why?" 


"You can remember that but can't remember anything about a dog 
that attacked you and your sister?" Weiss asked, tilting her head and 
silently pleading with Ruby to look at her. The girl looked at the 
ground, and Ruby looked younger than Weiss had ever seen her. 
She looked ready to crawl under the covers, trying her best to hide 
from prying eyes. 


"It's not the sort of thing | like to remember," Ruby admitted, her 
shoulders slumping further away from Weiss's hand. 


"Ruby..." Weiss whispered, her hand inching closer to the scarred 
skin. 


"You can touch them if you want, be careful,” 
"That isn't what | was going to ask," 


"Please don't. | Know what you're gonna ask, and I'll tell you if you 
want, but not now," Ruby took a deep breath, keeping her shoulders 
steady as she breathed in the smell of chlorine. Her fingers grazed 
Ruby's back, feeling her muscles flinch with every nerve she 
touched. 


"| was just gonna ask if they still hurt," Weiss lied, feeling a Knot get 
uncomfortably tight in her stomach. 


"No, they-" 


The wind flew past their ears as the metal door to the pool was 
forced open, "What on earth are you two doing in here? Class is 
almost halfway over! Both of you are swimming snakes!" Port's voice 
boomed so loud Weiss's ears were left ringing. 


"Guess we'll talk later," Ruby said as she pulled her shirt over her 
head, only getting stuck for a few seconds. 


"If by talk you mean go pick out dresses and do some business then 
you're exactly right," Weiss said, forcing a smile on her face despite 
the uneasy feeling in her stomach. 


"| can't wait," Ruby smiled, fixing her hair as her eyes glimmered in 
the fluorescent light. "Winter's driving, right?" She asked as they both 
started leisurely walking towards the pool. 


"Of course, Someone needs to get the car here. After that it's all me, 
Winter said if | wanted to go dress shopping | needed to drive myself 
there," 


"Even after you almost crashed her car?" 


"She said it means | need more experience and that I'll only get it 
behind the wheel," 


"Wow, isn't she supportive,” 


"That's one word for it. I'm hoping having someone that I'm not 
related to in the car might help," 


"Weiss, | won't lie, I'm terrified," 


"So am I, but | haven't gotten into a real accident yet," Weiss whined 
as they walked into the pool. Weiss felt the smell of pool fill her nose 
and the sound of fans and splashing fill her ears, but nothing could 
distract her from the picture of Ruby's scars that now 


"Your scars are really cool, Ruby. You're right though, I'm sure it's not 
easy having them on your back," 


"Thanks, you're the first person that's ever said that to me," Ruby 
smiled, hiding her sniffles as the two of them walked on the pool 
deck, ready for their trials together. 


Chapter 48 


"Jimmy, you can't be serious," Qrow yelled, punching the desk so 
hard it shook the monitor that was resting on it. 


"Of course I'm serious, I'd never joke about something like this. I'm 
sorry, but I tried to tell you. You only have yourself to blame," James 
said sternly, his hands clasped loosely on the table, his posture more 
rigid than normal. 


"There has to be something else we can do, isn't my testimony good 
enough?" 


"You weren't there, Qrow, it has to be them. Otherwise, the best thing 
we can hope for is that she chooses to stay away," 


"But the judge knows what she did, we can't even get a restraining 
order against her? Something? The girls have prom tomorrow and | 
don't want that crazy bitch anywhere near the school," He asked, 
pacing around the couches in a circle. 


"| know you don't, but the judge also knows that the case was thrown 
out. It was for a dumb processing error, but it was still thrown out. 
We can try to prosecute her again, but it's been so long that unless 
we get the girls to testify it won't happen," James said, his hands 
shaking and his knuckles white now. 


"| can't ask them to do that, it destroyed them the first time. Jesus, 
Jimmy, Ruby didn't smile for months!" 


"Don't you think | remember that? Who do you think was there for 
you while you were wallowing in your drunken stupor? | tried for 
weeks to get them to open up, to say something, | used every trick | 
knew and they didn't so much as blink. | don't want them to go 
through it any more than you, but we don't have many choices right 


now," James said, putting his hands on the table and lifting himself 
up to his full height. 


"Then find something else," Qrow growled, setting his feet firmly on 
the ground while he glared at Jimmy. 


"There is nothing else," James said calmly, his eyes sharp like razors 
as he met Qrows eyes. The two were silently screaming at each 
other while the only noise in the office was the fan of the computer. 
Qrow looked down at the floor with his hands clenched, breathing 
like he'd just ran a marathon. 


"That's not good enough, James." Qrow said softly as he turned 
around and walked out the door, slamming it closed behind him. He 
started walking down the hall, slumping with his hands in his 
pockets. He tried to keep his eyes on the ground but caught himself 
looking at the plaques as he passed, ignoring the one marked, 
Winter S. 


"Didn't go well?" Amy asked as she popped her head out of the office 
doorway. 


"Don't you have some faxes to send or something?" 

"A what? Never mind, don't change the subject," Amy said, pointing 
at Qrow's chest. He sighed, walking past her and into the lobby, "Or 
you could just be rude and walk away, that's fine," 


Qrow stopped and turned on his heel, eyes burning red, "No, it didn't 
go well," 


Amy blinked at him, then nodded, "You should call her, she could 
help," 


"And what exactly could Winter do? Talk me to death?" 


"She could help get them to take the stand, or maybe find some 
other way out completely. That girl's something else, you never know 


what she can pull off," 


"Yeah, you never know what she can do. She could pull of a miracle, 
or she could leave us even worse off than last time," 


"Are you still hanging on about that? God, what are you in middle 
school?" Amy asked mockingly, rolling after him in her chair. 


"Middle school? She broke up with me when | was about to 
propose!" 


"And she's the only one who might be able to help your nieces! 
Doesn't that mean more to you than whatever useless pride you've 
got in your chest. She didn't want to marry you then, so what? It 
hurts like hell but life still goes on for you both. Have you ever 
thought that she might regret it worse than you could possibly 
imagine?" Amy said as she stood up, eyes wide. 


"I'd ask, but | know you've done dumb things that you regret too. 
Yeah, this was a doozy, and nobody's asking you to forgive her! Can 
you just stop dwelling on it and treat her like a person who's made a 
mistake again instead of a villain?" 


"| appreciate the advice, kid, but talk about things you know next 
time," Qrow spat, turning and hitting the elevator button. 


"| might not know much about you or relationship, but we both know 
Winter would do anything for you if you asked," she said, biting her 
tongue, "almost anything," 


Qrow looked at her like she was something you'd scrape off the 
bottom of your shoe, eyes glowing with rage. The elevator dinged, 
grinding as it slid open to reveal a box full of suits, "Whatever," he 
said, pushing his way through. 


"If Glynda can do it, why can't you?" Amy asked desperately as the 
doors closed, blocking out her voice as the elevator started its 
descent. 


The men and women in the elevator barked on their phones like a 
group of howling dogs, breathing heavily while the air conditioning 
blasted. Qrow gritted his teeth while he stared at the wood paneling, 
forcing his hand to stay at his side. 


"Why? For once can't something work out? Why doesn't anything 
ever go right?" He asked, not getting a glance from anyone in the 
room until the doors opened. Everyone shuffled out, leaving Qrow 
behind as he walked like a zombie into the lobby. 


Qrow walked out of the lobby in a daze, walking down the steps and 
onto the sidewalk, feeling the wind soar past him as the cars raced 
down the road. He passed by Harbinger and the hot dog stand, 
smelling the bitter hot dog water as he did. 


"Guess | skipped out on practice for nothing," He sighed, looking up 
at the blue sky as he walked, dodging every pothole and crack. His 
feet knew the route they always took, and that it would be five 
minutes before he looped back around. They'd done it enough that 
he could describe every shop and flickering street light with his eyes 
closed. 


"Amy doesn't even know what day it is, | don't need help from 
someone like that," Qrow pulled out his phone and waited while it 
rang, running a hand through his hair. 


"Where the heck are you, ya knit wit? You couldn't have bothered to 
leave a note? Email? Anything to let me know I'd be running things 
on my own?" Maria screeched through the phone, forcing Qrow to 
pull the mic away from his ear or risk permanent damage. 


"Do you have to yell like that, you're gonna scare the kids on the 
street with a voice like that," 


"Don't get snarky with me, kid! Not when you two are the ones who 
bailed! Now get your butt back here before | throw your desk into the 
shredder,” 


"Do it, then maybe I'll finally get something halfway desce- Did you 
say the two of us?" Qrow sputtered, tripping on a loose chunk of 
cement. 


"Yes, the two of you! Don't think you're being sneaky because you 
had her tell Jaune some nonsense," 


"Nonsense? What the hell did Ruby tell Jaune?" Qrow asked, 
coming to a stop before he started typing on his phone. 


"Something about dress shopping in December, you know how 
squeaky his voice is," She whispered as a muffled shout came from 
somewhere in the background. 


"Dress shopping? For prom? She already has hers though, she and 
Yang made huge deals out of it. But give him a break, he's a 
teenager. His voice is gonna be squeaky for a while, just because-" 
He said, stopping when he turned around and looked into the shop 
window he was standing in front of. 


It wasn't a side shop, but it was deep, holding all sorts of different 
dresses. Sparkling pink, cocktail dresses, and even flowing wedding 
dresses in the back. There were mirrors all over the walls, most of 
them filled with the smiling faces of girls and women as they made 
their decisions. 


Sitting on the opposite side of the window, looking towards the two 
girls that were talking over a dress, was the white-haired woman 
herself. "Hey, Hag, tell Jaune to work on some of that business stuff 
and to get the chassis finished, he'll know the rest. | gotta go," 
"Don't tell me what to do like you're my boss!" 

"I am your-" 


"You better be GOing back to school before |,-" Qrow hung up, 
smirking as he put it away and walked into the shop. 


It smelled like perfume and glitter as he walked into the bright room, 
the chatter of teenagers in the air like smoke. He walked past the 
wedding dresses without giving them a second glance, taking a 
breath as he walked up to the girls. 


They were looking through a rack, Ruby's face alight as she talked at 
a million miles an hour asking about colors and tones. Weiss nodded 
along with a smile, her eyes on Ruby instead of the dresses. Winter 
was sitting on a chair with her knees pulled up to her chest, watching 
the two talk like it was a movie. 


"You just got me an earful from Maria, do you have any idea how 
painful that was?" Qrow asked, walking up and sitting down in the 
chair next to Winter. The three of them turned to him like they'd just 
heard a thunderclap after missing the lightning. 


"Uncle Qrow? What're you doing here? Wait, Oh gosh, | didn't call 
you, did |?" 


"As a matter of fact you did, and this doesn't exactly look like 
something worth skipping a build over," He asked, leaning back and 
crossing his arms. 


"Sorry Mr. Branwen, it was all my fault, | convinced her to come," 
Weiss said shakily, her hands gripping the hem of her dress. 


"Maybe, but she's the one that ditched practice for this. You better 
have a good reason for leaving school without telling me," 


"| do, Weiss really needed help finding a dress for prom! She said 
she could help with our business work if | came, so | told Jaune | had 
a mission to complete! Now we're gonna do great for sure!" 


"Qrow, it's one practice, just let it go," Winter said briskly, her brows 
scrunching together as she looked at him. "What're you even doing 
here?" 


"| was in the area talking to a friend, nothing you need to worry 
about,” Qrow said, looking away from her and towards Ruby who 
was busy trying to calm Weiss down. Winter raised her eyebrow at 
him before looking out at the road, eyes widening. 


"Oh, that friend,” 


"Mr. Ironwood? Your office is right up the road, isn't it Winter?" Ruby 
asked, smushing her face against the window to try and see the 
building. 


"Fine, way to force it out of me. Yeah, it was Jimmy," 


"What about? Anything fun?" Ruby asked with a smile. Qrow looked 
down at the ground, something both of the Schnee sisters noticed. 


"No, only catching up is all. Jerks schedule's so packed | don't ever 
have time to bust in and see him anymore," 


"Oooh, that's good you got to see him then, | always love talking to 
him," 


"Let's not get off topic, did you say that Weiss made a deal with you 
to go dress shopping with her so she can do what?" Qrow asked, 
seeing Winter perk up as he talked. 


"She said she could run the business stuff while we focus on the cool 
robot bits, so even if | don't go today we'll still be fine!" 


"You did? Weiss, why didn't you tell me?" Winter asked, getting a 
shrug from her sister. 


"It happened an hour or two ago and it's not like we've had any alone 
time," Weiss defended, crossing her arms. 


"You trust her that much, Ruby? You hardly even know her," Qrow 
asked, his heartbeat in his ears. 


"| might not know her super well, but | Know that she'll do her best to 
get it done," Ruby said calmly, her shoulder still firmly on Weiss's 
shoulder. 


"And you can actually do that, Weiss?" Qrow asked, watching her 
face go pale and her knees start to buckle. Ruby put a hand on her 
shoulder to keep her steady, but that only made her wobble more. 


"|-I-| can do it," she nodded fiercely, getting a whoop of approval 
from Ruby. Qrow looked her up and down, knowing full well that 
Winter was eying him equally intensely. 


"You better be ready for a real trial by fire, and you should know this 
won't be easy," 


"Don't worry about me, I'll make sure that Ruby can do what she 
does best," Weiss said, her blue eyes like a snow leopard about to 
go on the attack. Qrow looked between the two girls and could feel 
the trust flowing between them like electricity, remembering when 
he'd felt the same way before. 


"Then I'll see you at practice, Weiss," He said as he stood up, putting 
his hands in his pocket, "There's just one catch, if you wanna help | 
need a little help,” 


"What do you need?" Weiss asked her voice back to a tremble. He 
turned and looked at Winter, who challenged his gaze like it was a 
fight. 


"Your sister, she needs to volunteer at the dance tomorrow," 
"Are you serious?" Winter blinked, feeling her heart start beating. 


"You wanted to help, right? Well | need someone to help me keep a 
lookout, | mean, chaperone. Think you can do that?" 


"Yeah, | can do that," Winter nodded, a dazed expression on her 
face, but one filled with conviction. 


"Then I'll see you tomorrow at eight," He nodded as he stood up and 
started walking to the door, "I'll see you at home, Ruby. Weiss, I'll 
see you at practice," He said as he walked out the door and into the 
street. He walked down to his car, stopping and almost turning back 
three times before he finally made it. 


"Now all | have to do is keep that psycho away from my family," 
Qrow sighed as he put his hand on the door handle, "Shit, I'm gonna 
need a tux," 


Chapter 49 


"See? It's not that bad when you take your time," Winter smiled, 
putting on her bright red lipstick in the car mirror. 


"I've already got a bruise on my ribs, | don't need any more injuries 
before the dance," Weiss said as she tapped the accelerator with the 
tip of her heels, "You drive with these things on every day?" 


"Sometimes fashion requires skill. Speaking of which, you're makeup 
skills are as good as always," Winter said, puckering her lips and 
admiring herself. Winter's white locks were flowing freely, perfectly 
curled by the ‘best younger sister in the world’, as she'd so elegantly 
put it. Her dress was white with crystals shimmering like stars sewn 
into the fabric. 


"Were you expecting anything less than amazing?" Weiss laughed 
before sucking in a breath as she ran over a pot hole. 


"Be careful!" 
"It came out of nowhere! God, you sound just like mom," 
"Does that mean you'll listen when | ask you not to wreck my car?" 


"No, it means you're stressing me out and | want you to stop talking,” 
Weiss said with a glare, not daring to look away from the road. 


"By telling you to be careful? Alright, if that's stressing you out then 
I'll Keep my mouth shut." Winter said, closing her mouth and 
pretending to Zip it up and lock it with an invisible key. 


"Really? Alright then, suit yourself," Weiss snickered as she drove. 
They went for miles before Weiss started slowing down. "Winter, 
where am | going?" She asked in a shaky voice, turning to see 
Winter moving her jaw and making noise while her lips were closed, 


the lock holding tight. "Come on, are you seriously gonna act like a 
kid on my prom night?" 


Winter put her finger on her chin and looked into the air, then looking 
and Weiss and nodding feverishly. "You've gotta be kidding me," 
Weiss growled, barely keeping herself from tearing off the steering 
wheel and using it as a weapon. "I'm sorry | overreacted. It... It was 
rude of me to ask you to stop talking." 


"Apology accepted, take a right here." Winter said, holding onto the 
handle for dear life as the car swerved into the neighborhood. 
"Gentle! It's the one in the corner." 


"I'm being gentle!" Weiss said as she stepped on the breaks, 
sending them both serging forwards. 


The neighborhood was full of homes of all shapes and sizes, with the 
one on the corner painted a white two story house with cars spilling 
out of the driveway. 


"Park anywhere, just not in front of anyone's driveway." 


"Duh," Weiss scoffed, double-checking her mirrors to be sure she 
was clear before parking behind a green car up the road. 


"| wonder who's gonna be here? Do you think Ren and Nora are 
gonna show up? Oooh l'm so excited! Winter chirped, releasing her 
seatbelt climbing out of the car before the engine was off. 


"Probably? Could you slow down? It's been a while since I've moved 
around in heels." Weiss complained, following her sister up the 
sidewalk. 


"I'd love to, but I'm excited to see everyone again" 
"And I'm nervous to see everyone like... this." Weiss said, motioning 


down at her snow-white dress and heels, a light blue sash wrapped 
around her waist. 


"Like what? In a dress?" 


"No, all dolled up like this. It feels weird having makeup and fancy 
clothes on again, it gives me a bad feeling." Weiss said, a lump 
forming in her throat. 


"| was like that for a while too, but it gets better with time." Winter 
said softly, walking to her sister and taking her hands in her own. "It 
helps thinking about why you're dressing up. It's not for father, 
mother, or anyone else. You're dressing up because you want to, or 
that's why you should dress up." 


Weiss looked up, hesitantly meeting Winters eyes. "What if I'm 
dressing up because someone else will like it?" 


"What's that mean? Got someone you're trying to impress?" Winter 
asked, raising her eyebrows and leaning in close. 


"It sounds weird when you put it like that! But there is someone that | 
want to think | look, ya know, good." 


"This seems like the kinda conversation we should've had pretty 
much anywhere before we got here But I'm glad you're telling me 
now." Winter smiled, squeezing her hands. 


“Thanks. Do you know how hard it is talking about this stuff? The 
only reason I'm saying anything now is every time | try to move 
closer to the house my knees start giving out!" 


"Plus this dress makes it feel like my boobs are about to pop out and 
| Know my feet are gonna get sore, and everything feels like it's 
falling apart around me!" Weiss said, her words rushing out of her 
mouth like a waterfall while her eyes went wide. 


"That-" 


"| don't think | can do this. | wanna go home, let-let's just-" 


"Weiss!" 
"What!" Weiss cried on the verge of tears. 


"Breathe. Tonight's going to be a fun time with your friends, don't 
worry about anything else. | Know you will, but try and relax, ok? If 
you feel anxious you can talk to me or anyone else here, right?" 
Weiss nodded, looking like the same skinny kid Winter used to look 
out for at the manor. "Good, then talk to your friends if you need to. 
You're gonna be fine, we can leave whenever you want." 


"Will things ever be fine for us? Everythings so hard." Weiss sniffled, 
clenching her eyes shut and pulling at her dress. 


"It's hard, but you have me and all your other friends to help you 
through it. Yang, Blake, and Ruby all really care about you." 


"You think so?" Weiss asked, her eyes lighting up like the northern 
lights. 


"Of course, you're like a sister to them." She asked, seeing the 
gleam in her sisters eyes dull. 


"That's... good." 


"I'm glad you think so, because | really think the four of you can get 
along. When | first drove into the city after meeting those two | 
thought how nice it would be if you all became friends. | never 
thought it would happen, and | didn't force it, but I'm glad that I'm 
getting to see you all have fun together." 


"They're all special, that's for sure. I'm lucky to be friends with them." 
"Don't undervalue yourself, they're lucky to be friends with you too. 
Now, what handsome guy are you trying to look nice for? Do | know 
him?" Winter asked, wiggling her eyebrows. 


"| mean, you know them." 


"| do? Is it Jaune?" 


"What? Ew, no! Why would you think that?" Weiss said, sticking her 
tongue out like she'd eaten something bitter. 


"No? | could've sworn | felt some chemistry between you two. Who is 
he then? Oh gosh, is it Ren?" 


"No! | Know you're trying to help, but let me talk for a sec, ok?" She 
asked, her blood pressure rising the more her sister interrupted her. 


"Sorry, sorry, just trying to help. Who is he though?" 
"It... it's not a he. It's a she." 


"What's that mean?" Winter asked, her brain working overtime trying 
to understand. 


"Nevermind, how about we just go inside already? Everyone near 
probably waiting for us." 


"Then they can keep waiting. Talk to me, | want to understand," 
Winter said, her thumbs moving in circles on Weiss's skin. The 
movement was subtle, but it helped her mind slow down while she 
thought. 


"| like girls. Like, I'm really into girls." 


"You're gay?" Winter choked, feeling the floor drop out from under 
her. "How long has this been a thing?" 


"If by 'been a thing’ you mean how long have | been gay? Forever. 
When did | realize it? | think I've known for a while." Weiss muttered, 
eyes wandering while Winter's hands went limp. 

"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 


"We've both had a lot on our plates lately, it didn't seem like either of 
us really had time to deal with it." Weiss shrugged, trying to pull her 


hands away only for Winter to lock them in a vice grip. 


"| always have time for you, even if my plate's about to break into a 
million pieces with how heavy it is." 


"So you aren't mad?" 

"Why would | be mad? Because you like girls? Big deal, it's not like | 
care what you do in the bedroom. | mean, unless you get too loud, 
then | might have an issue." 


"Winter, ew! Can we stop talking about that?" 


"About what? Sex? Come on, we aren't kids anymore, Weiss. You're 
getting older, and that means-" 


"No, we are not having this talk right before prom." 


"If anything happens, this seems like the best time to have this talk. 
You might like girls, but that doesn't mean you don't need to use 
protection. | read somewhere that-" 


"Winter, I'm begging you to stop." Weiss pleaded, trying to rip her 
fingers free. 


"Fine, be a prude if that's what you want." Winter huffed, "Who's the 
lucky lady then?" 


"| don't... uh, it's Ruby." Weiss sighed, like she'd given up on trying 
to keep it inside of her anymore. 


"Ruby? The one that lives at this house?" 


"That's the one,” she said sadly like she was pointing someone out in 
a police lineup. 


"Huh, guess Amy was right." 


"Amy knows | have a crush on Ruby?" She asked in a panic. 


"She had a hunch, but | told her it was crazy. Do me a favor and 
don't tell Amy, | don't need her hanging this over me and saying that 
she knows my sister better than me. I'll never hear the end of it." 


"Does anyone else know? Oh god, | think I'm gonna die of 
embarrassment." 


"You can't die yet, we have something we gotta do first." 
"And that would be?" 
"We've gotta get you a girlfriend!" Winter grinned, grabbing Weiss's 


hand and dragging her towards the house with the bright red pickup 
truck in the driveway. 


